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PREFACE. 



-, M. D. F. B. S. 



London, England. 
Dear Friend: — 

These few words are simply exploited somewhat in the 
nature of an apology, inasmuch as this volume cannot 
fail but sooner or later come to your personal attention. 

It is now fully five years since we spent so many winter 
eA enings discussing a certain notable case which had come 
under your immediate professional notice. I bear well in 
mind that at the time you bound me to secrecy, yet under 
certain conditions. And these conditions, I fancy, have 
to a very large degree been realized. One vastly interested 
party is dead; another practically buried in the obscurity 
of South Africa, " the world forgetting and by the world 
forgot; ^^ others, less interested, are scattered in the far 
off Colonies. 

. Of the wise men of Greece, Pittacus, I believe, has 
said: ^* Know your opportunity.^^ I could scarcely do less 
than follow the precept of such an illustrious counsellor, 
and I firmly believe that this now is mine. All things 
considered, I feel that I am at liberty, and without a dis- 
turbing sense of violating any sacred confidences, to give 
to the world this strange, almost improbable story, yet 
one which your well-known professional integrity has 
stamped with the convincing and irrefragable seal of 
verisimilitude. 

All is grist that comes to the literary mills, you know, 
and you yourself have catalogued this as the strangest 
ease in the annals of medical jurisprudence. I am further 
prompted to this step by a fortunate possession of much 
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of the general details of the case. First, I enjoyed your 
confidence in the matter and again, as you may recall, 
happened to he a guest at a certain social function, on a 
certain eventful night, when London was so fairly shaken 
to the very centre of the social fabric. 

Further, when in Paris last, by the rarest good luck, 
I ran across one Fauvette, erstwhile lady's maid, whom, 
I dare say, you remember well. I might add that she 
was happily married to the keeper of a cafe, and the 
amount of anisette I consumed while eliciting certain 
facts from that interesting young lady was simply ap- 
palling. Finally, as regards the matter of data, I must 
heartily thank you for the copy of your notes in refer- 
ence to this interesting case, and which have, I must say, 
proved of almost incalculable value and further served 
as a very valuable guide in steering clear of those shoals 
of technicality on which a layman is so liable to come to 
grief. 

In setting forth this narrative, I have, of course, used 
all fictitious names. You will recognize yourself and 
presumably with various degrees of emotion — I am glad 
that for a while the ^' herring-pond *' is betwixt us — in the 
character of Doctor Archbell. You must honestly admit 
that while I have treated you with all possible respect and 
tact, I have, nevertheless, maintained to that general 
policy of rigidly adhering to the truth, a policy, which if 
I may make bold to say so, is manifest in every detail of 
the narrative. 

I fancy now that I can see you disdainfully elevate 
your austere eyebrows and in that peculiarly sarcastic 
strain of yours exclaim: " Lo, the mountain is in labor; 
a ridiculous mouse will be bom.'* To disarm then in a 
measure the acridity of your adverse criticism, in con- 
elusion I must frankly admit — and pardon the utilization 
of a Biblical quotation which was always one of your par- 
ticular hete noirs — that " Some things (in this book) are 
good, some middling, but more are bad.'' 

Sincerely yours, 

Thb AumoE, 
New yoBK, Oct. 1, 1899, 
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The Degeneration of Dorothy. 



CHAPTEB L 

WE ALL BIDE OUB HOBBIES. 

Neitheb had spoken for the hour past. Each 8at> book 
in hand, at opposite ends of the long table, in full enjoy- 
ment of that sterling test of friendship — and one per- 
force denied to womankind — an affinity of silence. The 
mere presence of the one seemed in itself a gentle pleasure 
to the other. The study was singularly conducive to a 
scholarly abstraction. In the rear of the house it was far 
from, and pleasantly free of the "show, the smoke and 
the rattle of the town,'' and London town it goes without 
saying is most undesirably provided with all three. Fur- 
nished and furnitured in the dark tones and severe sim-' 
plicity of scholarly taste, it looked every whit the intel- 
lectual workshop of which the many scattered manuscripts 
lying about were the fruits. 

Flanked on two sides by immense shelves of tiered 
books, the remaining walls were devoted to an extensive 
and — ^to the layman — ^gruesome collection of death masks. 
Many and varied were these "outward and visible*' re- 
minders of great men and women gone by. All classes 
and callings were represented. The ordinary observer 
would readily recognize Napoleon, Thackeray, Dean 
Swift, Queen Elizabeth, Beethoven, Luther, Dante and 
Sir Walter Scott. A genuine interest evinced, would 

[9] 
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speedily induce the owner to furtKer run down a long 
list of distinguished names that have made history and 
epochs in war, literature, music, or the sublime tragedy 
of unhappy ^^ divine prerogatives." 

One would be instantly struck by the curious pro- 
pinquity of the saturnine and sarcastic countenance of 
Voltaire flanked on one side by the genial features of 
Pope Pius IX. and on the other by that Prelate of the 
Church who, when encountered by the great satirist on 
his first trip to Paris, he had immediately dubbed ^'a 
goat-faced Cardinal." The chilling effect of the tout 
ensemble of all these grim and blankly staring faces of the 
past was shudderingly heightened by the several polished 
skulls scattered about. They ranged, as judged by the 
different shapes of the upper head, from the animal-like 
intelligence of the African to the highly developed intel- 
lect of the Caucasian. 

Prom these it would be evident that anthropology held 
a high place in the philosophy of the study's owner, while 
several busts with charted craniums bestowed about on 
stands would further indicate that the same tastes ex- 
tended to the more modem field of phrenology. A pleas- 
ant relief to the sombreness of it all was formed by a 
stray sunbeam — a free-lance in the artistic line — ^which, 
stealing through one of the rear stained-glass windows 
and falling athwart the polished cranium of one of the 
busts, had endowed that grim figure with a brilliant rosy 
aureole. It seemed a very intruder in this sanctum of 
study and silence, and the only sound — the ticking of the 
clock on the mantel — formed also a jarring, disturbing 
factor. The two savants read on in a studious abstraction. 
The taller and older of the two, it would appear, was the 
regular occupant of this den, he being in smoking-jacket 
and slippered feet. Spare and round-shouldered, with 
sparse grey-tinged hair and closely trimmed whiskers, he 
bore the look of the confined student and the burner of 
midnight oil. 

His scholarly companion was a short, thickly-set and 
clean-shaven man with the facial characteristics made 
generally familiar by the pictured representations of Nero, 
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and which may also be noted in Bimilar depictions of 
Pontius Pilate. There was the same full neck, firm 
set jaw, hawklike nose and peculiar drooping eyelids; 
yet Professor Cinderbox, the naturalist, it must be said in 
his favor, had but little more than the resemblances in 
common with those historic characters. 

The clock struck three, the half hour, and then four, 
yet not a movement from the two. Suddenly a mild tenta- 
tive knock sounded throughout the stillness of the room. 
It passed unnoted as if it had never been. Yet another 
still louder, and still no response. After a full half dozen 
knocks the door was apologetically pushed half open and 
the disturber entered the room. Neither of the readers 
paid the slightest attention to his presence. He coughed 
discreetly, but to no avail. Then he touched the elder 
of the two upon the shoulder and the two savants looked 
up, their undoubted annoyance visibly evidenced in their 
features. What they saw was a thin ascetic in the garb 
of a clergyman of the Established Church of England; 
yet one might fancy that one — ^the twin reincarnation of 
Nero and Pontius Pilate — had seen the very devil him- 
self. The intruding cleric possessed a certain imposing 
dignity that offset his somewhat shabby and undersized 
person; while his ruddy weather-beaten face contrasted 
by the white choker told more of a service in the moor- 
lands than London City. His very personality brought 
some of the ruggedness of the North into the effeteness 
of town. ' He stood silent and vastly embarrassed by his 
reception. '^ Professor Castlemaine, I believe,^' he said, 
addressing the elder of the two. 

*^ At your service," replied the Professor. 

"I called-in to see your daughter Dorothy in regard 
to a charity in w^hich she is interested," explained the 
cleric timidly. " Finding her out, I have taken the liberty 
to pay my respects to her distinguished father." 

" Rather to inflict your undesirable presence on us," 
soliloquized Professor Cinderbox. 

''You are quite welcome," said Professor Castlemaine 
politely, although the courtesy was purely mechanical. 
Your daughter, sir," said the cleric, ''is doing noble 
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work among my poor parishioners, and I am glad to be- 
come acquainted with not only the father of such a 
daughter, but also such a power in the world of learn- 

'99 

mg." 

The savant bowed deprecatingly in acknowledgment of 
the other^s words. 

'^My daughter's work/' he replied, ^^is but character- 
istic of her/' 

^^ Your daughter's work,'* said the cleric earnestly, ^' is 
a most remarkable factor for good among my flock. Would 
that we had more actuated by her worthy spirit 1'* 

He looked about the room interestedly and continued. 
'^Now that I have intruded so far,*' he said timidly, 
" might I impose on your good nature to the further ex- 
tent of an inspection of your collection of death masks, 
of which I have heard so much?'' 

" My humble collection is at your service," replied the 
Professor. 

^^ Humble!" exclaimed the cleric, ^^the most noted and 
extensive in Europe, I am told." 

What happened then was almost a matter of fact. The 
cleric went from one mask to another with a running fire 
of comment. 

'^Hum, Pope Pius the Ninth," he commented. ^^A 
good man! I am not at all bigoted." 

"Ahl Martin Luther," he continued, "a great man." 
He paused in front of Voltaire. Before he could make a 
remark Professor Cinderbox, who had been watching him 
with an amused air, suddenly interjected: ^^a greater 



man." 



The observation was like a challenge to the fiery, en- 
thusiastic Scotch divine. He retorted quickly and with an 
ecclesiastical source for authority. One thing led to 
another, and in but short time all three were embroiled 
in a most stirring controversy. Cinderbox's observation 
that religion was highly inconsistent with and altogether 
impossible to the scientific mind especially stimulated the 
cleric's wrath. 

In refutation he at once, and as might be expected, 
quoted liberally from Drummond^s ^^ Natural Law in th^ 
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Spiritual World/' This was an authority to which Cinder- 
box had often referred as '^ that mass of sophistries which 
works along the lines of fallaciously and presumptuously 
claiming to prove the logical existence of, say the Holy 
Ghost, by the concentric tracings of an oyster shell," and 
needless to say it only added fuel to the fire. The two 
savants as quickly offset what they termed "these pinch- 
beck philosophers" with staggering excerpts from Spen- 
cer, Darwin and such ma;^r minds. The cleric as readily 
again came to the front with a host of other dogmatio au- 
thorities and arguments. 

It was at this point that he advanced an object lesson 
of, as Cinderbox termed it, the commonest or kinder- 
garten variety. The solitary sunbeam, which may have 
mistaken the polished cranium of the marble bust for a 
gigantic egg of the ostrich type, had now given up its 
sorry task of attempting to hatch it out, and dropped to 
a strip of carpet below. There it devoted its well-mean- 
ing and misguided maternal efforts to developing a half- 
opened rosebud on the pattern's edge. In its slanting 
yellow plane danced a thousand restless, evershifting dust 
motes. 

The cleric called attention impressively to these in- 
finitesimal atoms of matter. 

" Do they not suggest," he cried, " the nucleus of a new 
firmament — the beginning, through the mysterious laws 
of God, of, mayhaps, a new world? " 

" To me they suggest nothing," replied Professor Cas- 
tlemaine shortly, * except it be the fact that the servant 
has not carefully dusted the room." 

"And I see nothing more," added Cinderbox bellig- 
gerently, " than possible disease germs." 

And so it progressed, the Book of Genesis, needless 
to say, suffering sadly in its shuttlecock capacity of being 
buffeted back and forth between the battledores of logic. 
Their distinguished audience, that grim and blankly 
staring aggregation of what an irreverent visitor had once 
termed " back numbers," took it all in in silence. They 
each, in their day, had bothered more or less with these 
very same puzzling doubts; yet all now knew the great 
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iiTuth — and many presumably, if history records fairly, 
to their sorrow. They all seemingly evidenced a dis- 
gusted indifference — that is, all except Voltaire, who 
actually seemed to take a lively interest in the proceed- 
ings, as if it reminded him of those old times when he 
kept the Jesuits busy wondering from just what quarter 
he would next attack them, and once — ^it may have been 
the deceiving light — Cinderbox fancied that the great 
satirist winked at him in a friendly and encouraging man- 
ner. But as the discussion progressed the rest looked 
still more and more bored, which only proves just how 
deadly dull a theological discussion can grow. 

The cleric by this time was, to say the least, exceed- 
ingly excited, the savants but a little more than mildly 
interested to find that their apparently insignificant an- 
tagonist was not without a fair smattering of erudition. 
And with the strength of the discussion, as rapidly grew 
the cleric's choler. The gently stirring catspaw of re- 
sentment stirred by Cinderbox's opening observation had 
now fairly risen to the dignity of a veritable cataclysm of 
anger. 

For fully a half -hour there was a battle royal of ar- 
guments pro and con — a heated warfare of words illu- 
minated by brilliant bursting bombshells of rhetoric and 
noisy with rattling fusillades of references and quotations. 
All was managed with the most masterly tactics of skilful 
charges, retreats and subtle flank movements on both 
sides. However, the French have a clever axiom — almost 
Voltarian in its exquisite satire — ^to the effect that God 
is always on the side of the largest battalions, and so it 
proved, in this particular instance, even though it were 
to the undoing of His servant militant. The cleric had 
done fairly well, but was driven clean to the wall. He 
had trotted out "the usual and pitiful array of stock 
arguments" — the phrase was Cinderbox's — only to see 
them quickly shattered to pieces, like so many clay 
pigeons before the combined volleys of rationalism. He 
now retreated to the door, like a baited bull, and stood 
for a moment regarding the enemies of that which was so 
much to him, and all the while it seemed as if Voltaire 
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still kept his quizzical, sneering gaze full upon liim. His 
face was blanched, his lips quivered, and the uplifted hand 
trembled with the intense emotion of one sorely wounded 
in those matters which some hold so sacred. 

One would notice that there was a great deal of gray 
in his hair and that the extended hand was pitifully 
wasted. In his whole person there were signs of mid- 
night virgils, of strange deathbeds, and still stranger ex- 
periences of those things which axe death in life itself. 

He now ignored Professor Cinderbox altogether, and 
addressed himself solely to the other. He gravely ex- 
horted the scientist, as a man of family, to beware of the 
Almighty's vengeance upon the scoffer. 

Professor Castlemaine retorted shortly and to the effect 
that he lead a life thoroughly consistent with his personal 
welfare. It was then the cleric's wrath rose to an apogee. 
Clutching the doorknob, he rose to his full height and 
waved a thin wasted hand in warning. As Cinderbox 
afterwards said, all he needed was a calcium light and a 
little slow music to be altogether theatrical. 

'^ Take heed," he cried solemnly, " lest you be yet con- 
founded in your science. Eemember the warning words 
of Moses to him that flaittereth himself in his wickedness. 
The good book says plainly ^ Beware lest there should be 
among you maQ, or woman, or family, or tribe whose 
heart tumeth away this day from the Lord our God, lest 
there should be among you a root that beareth gall and 
wormwood.' " With a sweeping look about this abode of 
the faith destroying monster, science, he strode angrily 
out. 

Heedless in his headlong exit, the angry divine stumbled 
across two gentlemen coming in. Without the courtesy 
of an apology he hastily went his way. " Well! well! " 
exclaimed one of the new comers as he entered, " I have 
come upon a truly melodramatic situation. Just fancy 
my two contemporaries in the scientific world, bearded 
like so many learned lions in their den by this modem 
Daniel in the library of that jin de siecle humbug the Es- 
tablished Church." 

Big qleaa shaven and alert face revealed the faint trac^ 
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of a smile tinctured with the innate sarcasm of the mat- 
ter of fact physician — the skeptical ohserver of human 
nature. 

'^Are you," he continued, ^^the professed aetheists at 
home now-a-days to every Merry Andrew who may chance 
to call r 

'^Hardly, as yet/' replied Professor Castlemaine, who 
raised his tall, stooped figure from the depths of his arm- 
chair. *^ Doctor, I bid you the time of the day," he ex- 
claimed. In turn he cordially greeted the physician's com- 
panion. 

" Senor de Castro," he said, shaking the other's hand, 
^^ it is so kind of you to drop in on us old fossils once in 
a while." 

" As a mere man of the world," replied the suave and 
polished Spaniard, ^^I feel infinitely honored to enter 
even as a mere dilettante into your learned circle." He 
bowed with all the exaggerated courtliness of his nation. 
' Save for the olive complexion, dark eyes and hair, nothing 
else betrayed his foreign birth, his accent being perfect, 
except, perhaps, for an occasional, almost imperceptible 
blurring, or rather harsh intonation of his j's. His fash- 
ionably trimmed Vandyke beard and polished, distin- 
guished air at once stamped him as an habitue of the world 
of affairs rather than those of science. 

*^ Oh, our friend De Castro," exclaimed Doctor Arch- 
bell, sinking into a chair, "is positively looking up in 
those matters. I really should not be surprised to see him 
some day abandon the art of the diplomat for that of the 
savant." 

He spoke lightly, yet with a well-bred air of ease, and 
was altogether strikingly at variance with one's precon- 
ceived idea of this widely known physician. 

Doctor Archbell was by no means of the pompous, mut- 
ton-chop whiskers, white vest and black seal variety. His 
curly chestnut hair, but slightly touched with grey, to- 
gether with his singularly handsome and clean shaven 
face, gave him rather the appearance of some leading man 
of a popular stock company. He had an exceedingly 
^'smart" practice; one almost exclusively confined to so- 
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eieiyj and wa6 singularly fitted for the element in which 
he shone, being endowed with a most striking polish and 
refinement, at once giving the impression of a well bred 
but forceful character. His remark in regard to his com- 
panion evidently annoyed Professor Cinderbox, for he 
snorted testily. He suspected that something more than 
a mere thirst for knowledge brought this polished attachS 
of the Spanish Legation so often to his confr^re^s family 
circle. 

" Senor, you are at all times welcome to our little gath- 
erings/' said Professor Castlemaine, apropos the physi- 
cian's remark. 

"By the way, Doctor/' he continued, ^^ these semi- 
weekly teas of ours are really becoming fixtures in our 
small circle." 

*^And sensibly so," remarked Doctor Archbell; "they 
afford a splendid opportunity for the exchange of ideaa 
and the discussion of all that's new. But as t6 our clerical 
friend, what was the trouble with him?" 

Professor Cinderbox's satirical account of the encounter 
was received with a sarcastic glee by the physician; the 
attach^ was courteously attentive, but withal diplomati- 
cally non-committal. 

"Yes, he became red hot," added Professor Castle- 
maine, "and finally retaliated on me in the strain you 
heard as you entered. He literally poured forth the — the 
— ^what is the technical phrase in ecclesiastical circles for 
nersonal abuse?" 

" There is a trade term/' mused Cinderbox, " but I can- 
not just now recall it." 

" Yon mean the vials of his wrath/' suggested the phy- 
sician. 

" Yes, the vials of his wrath," exclaimed Professor Cas- 
tlemaine. "Upon my word, his preamble smacked omi- 
nously of a prophecy." 

"Prophecy? Poppycock!" cried Cinderbox. "More 
parrot than prophet. Voltaire speaks of a parrot that 
conld preach very well — ^his inference is palpable. All 
these olea^ous tnb-thumpers are the same. Your cleric's 
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tirade was nothing but one of those pulpit tricks which" 
constitute the stock in trade of his ilk." 

^^The favorite weapon of the clergy/' agreed Doctor 
Archbell. *^For a cheerful consignment of their fellow 
kind to all kinds of woe and misfortune one can safely 
recommend the cloth. The ^ wrath of God' is their 
favorite cudgel, and they seem to have His vengeance at 
their very heck and call. They hurl anathemas at one as 
if they were unanswerable and unassailable arguments.^' 

^^ Especially is this so of the Scotch persuasion/' added 
Professor Cinderbox. ^^They alternate holy snivel and 
righteous indignation in an appalling manner; it per* 
meates their very nature and even their latter-day litera- 
ture." 

^^ Well, fortunately for us/' said Doctor Archbell laugh- 
ingly, " that which they all term Providence, is not bigot- 
edly discriminating in the visitation of its so-called wrath. 
One cannot help but note that church and taverns alike 
mount lightning rods." 

" Quotations from the Bible are so extremely common- 
place," snorted Cinderbox.' " That book is one of my pet 
abominations. To my fancy, in. the line of fiction and as 
far as delicacy of salacious details are concerned, it is ex- 
ceedingly surpassed by the Decameron, just as in im- 
probability it is transcended by Munchausen." 

''True/' assented the physician, "it is but a mass o£ 
contradictions and falsehoods." 

'' What else could one expect of a book that begins with 
a lie," cried Cinderbox. ''I mean, I might explain, its 
fly leaf, which is generally used as a record of the family 
births. These being, of course, an index to ages, it is 
needless to say the feminine portion of a household must 
necessarily tamper with the records. In fact, I might 
say, the Bible favors the ladies in many respects. For in- 
stance, somewhere in it one finds the statement that all 
men are liars. Now, as a matter of fact, anybody who has 
had much dealing with the world knows very well that 
men was not the word obviously intended, but rather those 
whom we know so well as past-masters in the finical art 
^f polite evasioii/' 
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"And your other abominations are what ? " inquired De 
Castro^ in polite, cold curiosity. 

" Shakespeare and '^ began Cinderbox. He was sud- 
denly interrupted, as from the other room sounded a vigors 
0U8 rendering of the Fire Music from De Walkure, played 
with a striking dash and precision. 

'* Ah I there^s your third abomination now. Professor,'* 
exclaimed Doctor Archbell, laughingly. 

*^ B-rrh ! '* cried Cinderbox, as if his teeth were on edge. 
^'Wagnerian music always gives me an attack of nervous 
indigestion.'* 

*^ The trouble is not with Wagner," commented Doctor 
Archbell, ^^ but with yourself. I should diagnose it as sen- 
sory hyper-aBsthasia. — I must write you out a prescrip- 
tion." 

'^ How masterly a comprehension of Wagner," cried Da 
Catoo in admiration. ^^ Who is the artist, may I ask ? " 

" That is Cythera expounding a problem," replied Pro- 
fessor Castlemaine. " She is an intense Wagnerite, and 
one of her favorite methods when puzzled over some 
abstruse social theory or problem, is to stimulate her mind 
with a bar or two of her favorite musician." 

*^ I agree somewhat with Professor Cinderbox in his dis- 
like," observed De Castro. " To my mind Wagner was to 
music what Luther was to religion. As the one stripped 
religion of its poetry, ceremonies and sensual effects, — ^leav- 
ing a creed bare of beauty, — so has the other taken music 
and made it grand, it is true, but altogether solemn and 
barren. Both being rendered intellectual rather than emo- 
tional." 

" And I agree with you in that, but only to a certain de- 
gree," observed Professor Castlemaine. *^ Of course, with 
your Southern temperament you cling firmly to the simply 
sensuous in religion and music alike. Speaking of Wag- 
ner," he continued, addressing the circle, ^^ reminds me, 
and I am happy to say that I am at last coming to terms 
with a dealer in Berlin who possesses a death mask of that 
great master of music. I also soon expect to own masks 
of those two grand old men, Gladstone and Bismarck, — the 
end of the century offering to immortality," 
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^'Surely/' commented Doctor Archbell, *^how like the 
father is the daughter, always at some problem or other 
and always advancing in knowledge/^ 

" Yes; Dolly may have her mother^s heart/^ replied the 
Professor, *^ but Cythera surely has her father^s head." 

*^ How strange/^ commented De Castro, *^ that two sisters 
should be so dissimilar." 

^^ Simply a curious illustration," replied the Professor, 
"of prenatal conditions, which undoubtedly influence us 
all. Cythera was my first born and is, I might say, the 
modern Hypatia of our household. At the time of my 
marriage I was in the full tide of my scientific success — in 
fact, living only for it. It is a wonder I ever found time 
to even think of getting married, not to say, find time to 
do so. 

" When Cythera was conceived I was just about finishing 
the book which first brought my name to the front in the 
world of science. My mind and faculties were entirely 
bound up in this labor and so through this strange law of 
prenatal influence Cythera inherited my main character- 
istics. Her Devotion is small, making her affections cool, 
calm and not easily aroused. She is further lacking by 
reason of this deficiency in a sense of romance. Her Eeason 
is very large and broad in range, making her a strong and 
logical reasoner and a keen analyst of human nature and 
its varied phrases. Through this faculty she is enabled to 
absorb facts gleaned by study and observation in a sys- 
tematic and lasting manner; so consequently possesses a 
well-stored mind. Her Judgment is keen and definite. 
Her Inspiration being small and altogether dominated by 
the stronger faculty of Eeason, contrary to the usual ex- 
pedients of femininity, she trusts more to her judgment 
than to her intuition, and above all never gives the word 
^ because ^ as an invincible argument for the existence of 
anything. 

^^She forms her opinions of others by cold, practical 
observation, and experience rather than by any favorable 
impression of appearance. Hers is truly an analytical turn 
of mind. On her fifth birthday, I remember, she was pre- 
sented with ^ beautiful French doll, with movable eyes 



I 



I 



WE ALL RIDE OUR HOBBIES. 21 

and a mechanical squeak. Believe me, gentlemen, before 
the day was done Cythera had dissected the play-toy with 
a pair of scissors to find a logical reason for the squeak. 
Her Industry is also very large, giving her great capacity 
for, and perseverance in, mental tasks." 

" All these, however,'^ commented Cinderbox dryly, '^ are 
characteristics more admirable in man than woman." 

*^ How strange," observed De Castro, ^^ yet how logically. 
Professor, you account for the phenomena of prenatal in- 
fluences." 

" Pretty much all details of this mystery of life," replied 
the Professor, '^ can at one time or another be accounted 
for. But pardon me, gentlemen, I am neglecting your 
physical welfare." 

He rang for tea and addressed the physician in mock 
chiding. 

" Are you not," he asked, ^^ a trifle behind time to-day. 
Doctor ? " 

" I was delayed by a critical case," replied Doctor Arch- 
bell. '^A birth under difficulties which necessitated the 
Csesarian operation." 

*' Ah I The manner in which the great Caesar came into 
the world," mused Professor Castlemaine. " How I wish 
I owned a death mask of that face." 

*^And if you did," observed Doctor Archbell, ^^you 
would still be unhappy and longing for one of, say Marc 
Atttony or Scipio Africanus." 

'^ Pshaw ! you talk of the science which brought Caesar 
into this life," suddenly exclaimed Professor Cinderbox. 
" Here is a tiny mushroom, which if gathered by the un- 
lucky misdhance of some Eoman gardener, would have sent 
him out of it more surely and speedily than science brought 
him in." 

Doctor Archbell laughed as he took the small innocent- 
looking fungus. ^^Well, it was just such a mischance as 
this that did send one great emperor to eternal rest," he 
replied. " I see you are still at your old fad. Tliis must 
have been indeed a find for you. Surely we all have our 
weakness. How is your Mycological Society coming on-? *' 

^' Fif^t class," replied Cinderbox gratifiedly. " Th^ city* 
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bred will soon know as much about the danger of mush- 
rooms as they do of railroad traveling." 

^^ I fear, Senor De Castro/* observed Professor Castle- 
maine, "that if we all get started on our hobbies, it will be 
a very dull evening for you." 

The Spaniard executed a polite and deprecating bow. 

" Talk as if I were not here," he replied suavely. " I 
may be entertained and I certainly shall be enlightened." 

" What's new, strange or startling in your line ? " asked 
Professor Castlemaine, addressing the physician. 

^^ Nothing so very new or startling," replied Doctor 
Archbell, " but a case that is rather strange and might be 
interesting, inasmuch as it illustrates the power of mind 
over matter. It certainly backs up your phrenological fad. 
Professor, by conclusively showing that the head has a 
greaH; deal more to do with the body than we ofttimes 
dream of." 

" Then let us have it, by all means," exclaimed Pro- 
fessor Castlemaine. The others promptly seconded his 
desire. A momentary diversion was caused by the arrival 
of the tea utensils. The maid was quickly followed by a 
tall young woman. Her features ordinarily rather pleas- 
ant were to a degree marred by the eye-glass, severe ex- 
pression and the painfully plain dressing of the dark brown 
hair. For a moment she hesitated at the door. 

" Ah, a caucus of mighty minds," she observed. " I>o I 
intrude?" 

*^Not at all, Cythera," replied the father. "You are 
almost one of us." 

" I shall not disturb you," she replied. " I merely wish 
to consult Eousseau's ^ Social Contracts.' " Taking up the 
book she stopped at the door for a moment. " Before I 
go," she said, "I invite criticism on my rainy day cos- 
tume. It is a rational dress method, which the girls of 
my club are adopting." She turned slowly on her feet 
that they might view it in its entirety. 

"It is certainly rational," observed Professor Cinder- 
box. 

"Undoubtedly conducive to feminine health," added 
Poctor Archbell, " Wpt ekiyts dragging about the ankles 
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are Hardly desirable.'* Well satisfied with this general 
approbation C3rthera left the room. At her exit Doctor 
Aitshbell plunged into a story of a clinical experience of 
a case where an imagined ailment had brought on all the 
symptoms of the affiction in question— cancer of the 
stomach. 

*' Very curious, indeed/' commentedxall in chorus. 

**But common enough in my line/' observed Doctor 
Archbell. '^Mind over matter is all powerful enough/^ 
he added impressively. " The mind may wreck the body, 
but in contradiction the body can influence and ofttimes 
does wreck the mind. You can scarcely realize how much 
influence matter has over mind — it is wonderful. Some 
day the world of science will have a startling example.'' 
His auditors now paid scarcely more than a passing 
thought to his statement, though it was only a few months 
after that a deeper and startling significance had made his 
statement one that lingered as long as memory. 

" I presume so/' commented Professor Cinderbox. ^^ The 
English nation is one example of it. Beef fed, they are 
all powerful and aggressive." 

"Let me just casually illustrate," began Doctor Arch- 
ball, when he was suddenly interrupted. The interrup- 
tion was commonplace enough. A dainty curly head had 
been tentatively extended within the half closed door. A 
glance about was followed by a timid feeler. " I am just 
dying for a cup of tea," cried the intruder. 

" Come in Dolly, my child," exclaimed Professor Cas- 
tlemaine. The young girl gliding into the room was like 
a stray beam of sunshine stealing into a gloomy tomb and 
staved off — ^to De Castro's delight, especially — the threat- 
ened technical discussion. 

Dolly was of that exquisite and most fascinating of all 
feminine types, the dark-eyed blonde. The beholder was 
at once charmed by the fluffy, nebulous crown of shim- 
mering floss, full of evanescent intangible and tantalizing 
gUnts and shades of which one could never get but the 
fleeting impression that it was like the golden halo of 
Pome stained glass saint, dazzlingly suffused by the en- 
fihanted rays of tbe^afternoQn sun. A halo it seemed to 
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the seraphic face^ after a St. Cecilia by Baphael, a taint 
of worldiness imparted by the curved mutinous mouth as 
inviting to the artistic gaze as would be some exquisitel} 
carved trifle of Eastern craft, yet colored with the skill 
that Nature only applies so consummately to the pome- 
granate and some women. 

In striking contrast to the Saxon tresses the eyes were 
Italian, as Italian as the midnight darkness of a Venetian 
lagoon, and, as, in the on-e is seen the reflected glimmei 
of a far off star, so in theee glowed the lambent bright- 
ness of a beautiful soul. Above all was the childlike and 
imperturbable charm of unconsciousness of the possession 
of these transcendental charms, an unconsciousness that 
stole on one as sweetly subtle as the very charms them- 
selves. Yet this beauty, surpassing as it was, one realized 
was but the promise of a greater expansion to follow. 
Now in its adolescence, it was but altogether seraphic, for 
the chief charm, the great brown eyes, were but those of a 
child looking out timidly and curiously into the complexi- 
ties of life. It is with the expanding influence of initia- 
tion into the mysteries of life and consequent bringing 
into play of emotions and passions that this type has its 
chief charm. 

Then these great dark eyes have a new expression, and 
under the influence of a potential emotion can sparkle 
with all attractive diablerie of a Spanish gypsy. And 
from this comes the strange, bewildering and fascinating 
contradiction of the type. Those eyes, closed in languorous 
repose, one views but the angelic face of a child with it« 
fitting aureole of gold; the eyes, opening suddenly, one 
beholds the face of a passionate woman, the pulses quick- 
ening before the latent and infinite possibilities of the 
glorious orbs. The kiss that one might perchance have 
pressed upon those sleeping lips might yet be pure and 
spiritual, anT a mother's kiss to its infant, but saluting 
those same lips, while looking into the depths of those 
glorious wells of unfathomed passion, would strike across 
one's being like a hot wind off the desert, leaving one 
weak and trembling in a fever of passionate desire. 

Now these eyes were but refreshing^ wells ot tenderneesi 
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that siinply imparted a siiiglilar and increased softness 
to this seraphic face with its pathetic charm and startled 
tenderness of a suddenly awakened child. l?088ing her 
hat to one side, Dolly now more fully retealed the glory 
of her luxuriant hair, massed in a hundi^ little waves 
over her forehead, while here and there a truant curl waves 
defiantly. As she loosened her jacket, all noticed that her 
lips were faintly quivering, while the great brown eyes 
were lent a more intense and ineflfable softness by the 
sadness reflected in their depths. 

"Why, my child,^' exclaimed Professor Castlemaine, 
'^you've been crying.^' 

All grouped about the armchair in which she was 
veritably swallowed, her feet scarcely reaching the ground. 
"Tve cried all the way home," exclaimed Dolly. "Oh, 
father, it was awful! ^^ 

Doctor Archbell took the tiny hand and caressingly 
stroked it. " Well, I declare, little one," he said, " you 
are almost on, the verge of hysterics; what has hap- 
pened? " 

Poor Nellie Lingard is dead," almost sobbed Dolly. 
What, your poor little prot6g6e is gone?" said the 
father. " That is really too bad. But you must have a 
cup of tea at once." 

De Castro quickly handed the cup. The fluffy winsome 
presence of this child-woman had shown an immediate 
effect on the reserved foreigner. Before where he had 
evinced but a passive interest in the general conversation, 
he now maintained a most lively interest. In taking the 
cup Dolly passed the usual civilities, to which he re- 
sponded with a cordiality that was almost effusive. 

*^ Now, little one," said Doctor Archbell encouragingly, 
" let us have the particulars." 

"Oh! it was all so very sad," said Dolly. "You re- 
member, do you not, Doctor, that little woman who fool- 
ishly ran away from her husband and child only to return 
after a year of heaven knows what misery, sick and re- 
pentant. Our Girls^ Aid Society took up her case, and she 
was such a nice little girl that I took a personal interest 



a 



ftg tHE bEGfiWERAflOKf Of bOkOtttV. 

in her. She has been very sick lately, and I have been ini 
the habit of running down twice a week to see her/^ 

^^My dear child/^ commented her father seriously. 
*^ You should not venture into that district/* 

"I never went alone/* replied Dolly. "The rector^s 
assistant always escorted me/* 

** We had the pleasure/* sarcastically interjected Cinder- 
box, " of a visit from the rector during your absence/* 

"Oh, indeed/* said Dolly. "He is such a dear^ good 
soul.** The two savants exchanged guilty looks while the 
physician coughed embarrassingly* 

"What happened to-day was so pitiful by contrast/* 
continued Dolly, who did not notice the byplay. " We 
drove down through the park, which seemed with its fresili 
green carpet of verdure and its great vaulted dome of sap- 
phire blue, like N"ature*s cathedral. The drive was delight- 
ful and made our destination seem more squalid and de- 
pressing than ever. It is indeed an awful place for human 
beings to live in ! '' 

" Whitechapel is the apotheosis of degeneration,** inter- 
jected Cinderbox. " It is at once a phantasmagoria and a 
pandemonium. The inhabitants seem to do little more 
than drink beer and befoul the atmosphere by hurling 
stinkpots of profanity at one another/* 

" But nevertheless we must try to help them,** retorted 
Dolly. " They are human beings, like ourselves, and then 
there are the children.** 

" I simply regard the children,** replied Cinderbox, " as 
a multitude of dirty and disorderly brats — ^the spawn of 
degenerates. We can do little for them; we must contend 
with the conditions which produce them by abolishing 
their environments.** 

" True, we should wipe out the locality,** agreed Doctor 
Archbell. " Whitechapel is as a vile festering sore on the 
fair body of our city, and these degenerates are the count- 
less microbes, which swarm about and create this foul 
suppuration. Abolish the one and perforce you abolish 
the other.** 

Dolly, who had been sipping her tea, and with, but little 
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tiiiderstanding of the discussion, now pouted a trifle and 
expostulated. 

" Gentlemen and scholars/^ she exclaimed, '* I have not 
finished my story/* Apologies were in order and all again 
gave their attention. 

'^ When we arrived at Nelly's lodgings,'' continued Dolly, 
"we found her dying. She was barely conscious enough 
to recognize her heartbroken husband and the consoling 
words of an attendant priest, — a sad-faced and infinitely 
tender man. I sometimes fancy they are the true followers 
of Christ. They so unselfishly abandon all that is worldly 
and like their Master humbly minister to the wants of the 
poor and wretched." 

*' But' withal manage to take very good care of them- 
selves," observed Cinderbox, with a sarcastic smile. " They 
are a wonderfully well-nourished looking crowd." 

" Oh, Professor; how can you ! " exclaimed Dolly re- 
proachfully. 

" The priesthood," observed De Castro with a low bow 
to Dolly, " truly represent ,a sublime and ineffable abnega- 
tion of self." Dolly's eyes quickly smiled her thanks to 
the champion of her cause. 

Cinderbox at once bristled up aggressively, prepared to 
give battle, and hurl Voltarian shafts a propos of the In* 
quisition of Spain; but Professor Castlemaine, in defer* 
ence to his guest, quickly choked him off. 

Her last moments," queried De Castro, impressively, 

were they happy ? " 

** Her last words were beseeching her Maker s forgive- 
ness," replied Dolly, " and she died like a child. Our pity 
was then for the poor husband, who broke down com- 
pletely. We could hear his anguished cries even as we 
passed out into the street. Oh, it was infinitely sad and 
touching ! " 

"Very likely, very likely," said her father, "but now, 
little one, you had better lay down awhile and recover your 
usual spirits. Such work and such scenes are not for a 
prl of your years." 

"We must all do our little," replied Dolly, "toward 
making. the world better an-d brighter." As she rose Dq 
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Castro stepped forward quickly to open the door. Dolly 
paused for a moment on the threshold. 

" And I think it is far better than making it wiser/' she 
cried, by way of a parting shaft. De Castro stood at the 
door watching her glide down the long hall. 

As she entered a room at its end, ^e turned and gave 
him a friendly smile. He flushed with pleasure and joined 
the circle with a well satisfied air. Cinderbox watching 
curiously, quickly took account of his gratification. 

^^ There is a tender little heart in that pretty body,'' 
observed Doctor Archbell, after her exit. 

^^ Dolly is a regular little Sister of the Poor," rejoined 
her father. '^ She has indeed her mother's heart. Her's 
is a benevalent disposition that is apt at times to be gener- 
ous almost to a fault. Charity has always been an admira- 
ble but sometimes embarrassing fad of hers. It first 
evidenced itself in the animal line and in a degree that 
kept us all on the qui vive for the strange and unexpected. 
In her walks she would run across some mangy footsore 
and absolutely worthless dog, or a miserable, homeless cat, 
and through the offices of a convenient small boy, home 
it would come with her. It was but little time before she 
had the promising nucleus of a fair-sized animal hospital. 

" The kitchen and outhouse at all times sheltered two or 
three specimens of canine wretchedness, to say nothing of 
sundry cats in various states of an interesting condition. 
Small broods of kittens would crop up in all comers of 
below stairs, and the butler, to his intense disgust, was 
kept busy in the merciful role of lord high executioner. 
Servants would come and go, because, as one tersely stated^ 
^ she did not care to work in a cat and dog infirmary.' But 
Dolly's interest in this laudable recreation came one day 
to a very sudden end. A couple of the dogs and a full 
half dozen cats engaged, one afternoon, in a Donnybrook 
Fair sort of a general scrimmage. The row started in the 
kitchen, gradually transferring its seat of action upward 
through the house, swirling from room to room like a 
miniature cyclone, breaking and destroying fragile mova- 
bles and driving the entire feminine household to the 
xoof. From this place of refuge they were fiaally^ rescued 
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hj the fire brigade, summoned by some excited individual, 
and the ungrateful combatants were thrown bodily ov± 
oj^fii^moTe U£on the mercies of a cold world/^ \ i 

■"""Mis^aiiicGtore lau:;hed heartily at this amusing incident. 

" That settled that particular charity/^ continued the 
Professor, '^ so easing lier conscience with an annual check 
to the Animal Society, the indefatigable Dolly took up 
another line, and it soon proved as much a nuisance. She 
would have a long list of morning callers, rheumatic and 
wheezing old men, whining women, and all manners and 
kinds of life's failures would troop into her room. She 
would sit at a little desk for hours, listening to their tales 
of real and imaginary woes, spun out to a wearisome length 
and with many and exact details. Then she would write 
out her little tickets good for fuel, food or medicine, as 
the case might be. But as this soon assumed the propor- 
tion of an official established charity, I had to put my foot 
down firmly, and so Dolly compromised by joining as an 
active worker some girls' club or other. And so ended the 
home phase of her charity fads. But, as you see, she is 
€till unremittent in her well doing." 

" A truly noble spirit," commented De Castro. ^' And 
if I may venture to say so. Miss Dorothy is certainly in 
her physical characteristics most markedly different from 
the family — she is as if from the South." 

" Another striking evidence of prenatal influence," said 
the Professor. " A year or so after my marriage my health 
had so sadly run down from overwork that I was ordered 
off peremptorily to the Eiviera. There in the midst of 
luxuriant nature — in that garden spot of natural beauties 
— ^my mind free and joyful, while my susceptibilities were 
delicate and responsive to all fleeting impressions, my sec- 
ond daughter Dolly was conceived. Naturally enough her 
character was a reflection of that influence, and her mind 
turns to the beautiful and sentimental as instinctively as 
the sunflower follows the sun. All her characteristics 
plainly show this influence of environment and parental 
mood. Her Inspiration is very large, insuring an ex- 
tremely sensitive temperament to start with. She is sus- 
ceptible in an extreme degree to all that is beautiful and 
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inspiring, and is deeply affected by delicate combinations 
6t forms and colors, and especially so by music. The 
weakness of this trait is that it lays her open to a degree, 
to be apt to be influenced by the wishes or impulse of a 
stronger mind. 

Her Reason is but medium. Hers is not an analytical 
turn of mind, nor does she possess any taste for logical 
or critical reasoning. In contradistinction and affected by 
this, her Faith is very large ; so in religion she is more 
affected by the emotional rather than the intellectual per- 
ceptions. She is possessed of a vivid sense of veneration, 
and is so inclined toward a religion that is abundant with 
sensuous warmth and ceremonies. Her Amity is also 
large, making her nature genial, warm and buoyant, and 
endowing her with the faculty of quickly making and 
holding friends, she is extremely ingenuous and open in 
her friendship and in its relations absolutely unselfish. 
One trait has crept into her character that is foreign to 
both myself and her mother, and that is Communion. 
She derives from it a keen sense of humor, possessing a 
fund of mirth, sprightliness and vivacity, and so especially 
shines in social intercourse." 

" Magnificent! " cried De Ca^ro in enthusiasm. ^^ How 
well your science places your daughter! ^^ 

" My discourse may have smacked of fulsome flattery,^' 
replied the pleased savan«t, '^yet I have but adhered to 
mere facts." 

" Nothing could flatter t£e lady in question," said the 
suave Spaniard. " Your words but prove how close to the 
mark is your science." 

" Heads tell the tale^" replied the savant decisivelj'-, 
"where appearances may deceive. A man may be a vil- 
lain of the most heartless type, yet let him be blessed with 
a good digestion and he can at all times and under all cir- 
cumstances readily command that frank, winning smile 
and spontaneous beam of good nature which fools all 
women, nearly all men, but never a child or the phre- 
nologist." 

"Have you ever had your head examined, Senor?" 
asked Cinderbox suddenly and with a caustic carelessness. 
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^Fve never had that pleasure/' replied De Castro 
smilingly, albeit there lurked an ugly flash back of his 
lowered eyelashes. " But I hope to do so some day/' 

Cinderbox mentally noted that the manner in which 
the other emphasized " some day " implied that that daj 
would be in the very distant future. For a full half hour 
their talk was on desultory subjects, touching here and 
there on matters of interest in their several hobbies. Sud- 
denly Doctor Archbell consulted his watch with the au- 
tomatic nervousness of a busy man. 

" I must really be off,'' he cried, snapping the case. " I 
have a hospital visit, two or three calls to make, and then 
an hour of ojEce work." 

^^Dine with us to-night," cried Professor Castlemaine, 
"and you, also, Senor. Cinderbox, I regret to say, ia 
booked for a scientific dinner of some sort or other." 

" I shall be on hand," replied Doctor Archbell; De 
Castro also at once expressed his keen pleasure in ac- 
ceptance. As the savant showed him to the door the phy- 
sician drew him out into the hall. 

"Any change in Mrs. Castlemaine?" he asked with a 
professional solicitude. 

" None," replied the other wearily, " she is just the 
same, nursing her hobby and holding weekly seances. Do 
you know. Doctor, I sometimes feel like kicking the whole 
pack and parcel of the humbugging charlatans out into 
the street?" 

" Patience, my friend, patience," advised the physician, 
" It comforts her and does not hurt you. It is better not 
to interfere." 

With a warm press of his friend's hand he bustled out 
with the air of a busy man who feels he has wasted time. 

"A won-derfully busy man that," commented the Pro- 
fessor, as he returned to the room, "and a most enthu- 
siastic worker in his line. As a death mask or a mush- 
room appeals to us, so does a critical surgical operation 
appeal to him. He is the born physician. To start with, 
his bump of Caution is large, which, it is needless to state, 
is a very desirable professional trait. One might sajr th^ 



32 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

very oath of Hippocrates is stamped on his ordinarily 
Sphinx-like countenance/^ 

" Considering that he is a ^ society doctor/ '' observed 
Cinderbox, " 1 should say it certainly is a most desirable 
trait. What startling additions would be made to current 
literature if some fashionable physician and a literary hack 
should collaborate ! " 

" Presumably," replied the Professor; " hence the value 
of this quality which keeps him constantly on his guard. 
He never commits himself, and is a man who discloses 
very little of his own affairs and none at all of those en- 
trusted to him by others." 

" Priests and doctors," interjected De Castro, '^ are, one 
might say, humanity's confidants in general." 

"And history has proved," commented Cinderbox 
dryly, "the latter more faithful to that trust than the 
former." 

"Be careful, gentlemen," warned Professor Castle- 
maine, " you are treading on dangerous ground." 

"Does my dissertation bore you, Senor?" he asked, 
addressing the Spaniard. " You have surely received a 
rather large and may be disagreeable dose of phrenology 
to-day." 

"Not at all," rejoined De Castro politely. "It is in- 
finitely interesting and so sugar-coated with interest that 
I absorb it easily." * 

Cinderbox leaned back in his chair with an air of polite 
weariness. It was apparent he was well accustomed to his 
confrere's idiosyncrasies in the analytical line and his eru- 
dite, if not pedantic, peculiarity of piling Pelion on Ossa, 
when once started on his hobby. 

" Then I might continue to say," went on the savant, 
"that among the many qualities which served to carve 
his career is Attention. This faculty with him is large, 
making him an alert and wide-awake man and a keen 

* This remark applies also to the general reader. It is trusted 
that they will appreciate same in the spirit of De Castro, inas- 
much as it serves to briefly exploit the salient characteristics of 
the several characters immediately concerned and may be accepted 
^mewhat in the spirit of a Dramatis Fersonae^ so to sp^^. 
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oTMserver of men^ women and manners. He possesses the 
faculty almost to the degree of clairvoyaney, of reading 
the very thoughts and implied motives of others hy facial 
expression and actions. He is quick to draw deductionfi; 
in fact, to work along the lines of Virgil, to wit: ^ From 
a single instance infer the whole.' 

"This faculty, in conjunction with Impression, which 
he largely possesses, serves to make him the great diagnoser 
that he is to-day. His sympathetic impression of the 
character and organic nature of others being thus so keen, 
he is at once in touch and sympathy with his patients. 

**The allied qualities of Dignity and Self-esteem are 
large. He places a high estimate on his own qualities, 
which, I may add, are far above the usual average of hia 
profession. His nature is somewhat proud, and he is pro- 
nouncedly conservative in actions and opinions. His In- 
tegrity is also large. He is just and honorable in all his 
dealings, even to the smallest detail witli rich and poor 
alike. In his private and professional capacity he sets an 
up-set value on honor and equity. These qualities are 
combined with Stability, which insures his as a firm-set 
character. All his actions are performed with resolution 
and determination. He is unbending in disposition, and 
when firm that he is in the right carries it to the degree 
of obstinacy.'' 

" Truly an admirable character," observed De Castro. 

'^ Truly," assented the Professor. " I will now take up 
with his faults." 

^* That's it — his faults," exclaimed Cinderbox. " There 
is nothing so interesting as our neighbor's faults, except it 
be their misfortunes." 

" Well, his faults are rather negative than positive," con- 
tinued Professor Castlemaine; "rather those of omission 
than commission. To start with his Sublimity is small. 
He is not moved by magnificent views, daring deeds or 
anything of that sort, save perhaps a great surgical opera- 
tion. 

His Ideality is also small. He is essentially a practical 
man. He would not be moved by a splendid painting or 
pieoo of sculpture, He would not rise early to view 9, 
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beautiful sunrise; he would consider the probable damp* 
ness of the grass, and a magnificent ruin would only sug- 
gest decay and microbes.'* 

" The Doctor seems to have most pronounced ideas on 
religious matters/' interjected De Castro. 

" Pronounced ! " exclaimed Cinderbox; — ^the mere idea 
drove him into a fit of laughter. 

"Well, I should say so/' exclaimed Professor Castle- 
maine; "and consistently so, as his Faith is very, very 
small, indeed. By nature he was well calculated to become 
the atheist and scoffer at things spiritual that he is. He 
is essentially and above all things a materialist. It may be 
largely a result of his profession. The soul, he has ofteu 
said sarcastically, — I can almost see his sneer more sug- 
gested than evidenced- — I have dissected thousands of 
bodies and never found the slightest clue or suspicion of 
such a thing. Simply flesh and bone — simply that and 
nothing more. There is certainly no arguing with a man 
like that. The sophistries and fallacies of crumbling 
creeds are his special heies noirs. He attacks them as he 
might a virulent cancer, aggressively and radically. He 
treats lightly, if not with utter contempt, all sacred writ- 
ings and traditions, and absolutely ignores the Church as 
a factor in the moral and religious guidance of the world. 
The fear of a possible Maker or a hereafter does not in- 
fluence him at all. He shows a decided inclination to take 
up the cudgel with the believer, and is at all times ready 
to let fly the shafts and arrows of ridicule and contempt. 

"^ Noble superstitions' is his pet epitaph. For the 
most sacred stories of religion he has the title ^ Fairy 
Tales and Fables.' He considers religious ethics as mere 
shuttlecocks to be tossed back and forth under the blows 
of his battledore of derision. He has diagnosed deep re- 
ligious feeling as merely a neurotic ebullition of emo- 
tion ! " 

" And very near the truth/' chimed in Cinderbox. " Ee- 
ligion is but a disorder — a delirium bom of a slight de- 
rangement of the intellect or sometimes the liver. You 
will see the same hysterical emotion evinced at Lourdes 
QV ^ reyivaj. meeting, as you will at 9, Salvation Armj; 
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gatHering or the rude eacrificial ceremonies of a savage 
African tribe — and there is a strong resemblance between 
the latter two in discord." 

At this flippant coupling of Lourdes with the other re- 
ligious riies, De Castro^s displomatically trained face 
showed unmistakable signs of disturbance. This was not 
lost on Professor Castlemaine. 

** Pardon us, Senor," he apologized. " If we affront any 
of your religious predilictions ; it is quite inadvertent, I 
afisure you." 

"After the manner of my forebears," said De Castro, 
shortly; " I am a Catholic of Rome." 

A thousand pardons," cried Professor Castlemaine; 

we will leave religious matters out of the topic." 

Cinderbox surveyed the Spaniard with the same degree 
of curious interest with which he might regard some 
strange phenomenon. 

**I might venture to say, Professor," said De Castro, 
with an evident desire to cover any annoyance he might 
have displayed; "that the Doctor's characteristics would 
to a degree apply also to you." 

" Yes; to a degree," replied the Professor, as he ran hia 
hands through his spare head of hair. " There are many 
signs here which tell many truths, and not all of them 
altogether pleasant. 

*^ In giving an analysis of myself I beaT fully in mind 
Cicero's observation that every one is least known to him- 
self. While scarcely presuming to flatly contradict such 
an eminent authority on human nature, still I will make 
bold to say that in the present advanced stage of the 
science of phrenology such a knowledge is quite possible 
to the student of this science who is fair enough to con- 
eider his bad as well as his good personal points. I shall 
begin with my failings. 

*'Eeligion is one;, and in d<eference to your presence I 
shall deal lightly with this and without bringing in any 
particular views. It is only too true that the study of 
phrenology leads us by easy stages to materialism and from 
thence to atheism. My Faith is but medium ; hence with 
a leaning toward doubt in those matters^ I have finally, 
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through the influence of my science and Doctor Archbell, 
fallen away completely from my early beliefs. To start 
with, in my composition, there was a lack of the religious 
impulse or feeling and' a carelessness as to the ceremonies 
and observances of religion, so I was thus naturally quali- 
fied to become the agnostic, and pay but very little atten- 
tion to sacred writings and to ignore the church as a factor 
in the moral and religious sentiments of the world. 

" My Paternity I find but medium. I, at all times, to 
be sure, look after my ohildren^s intere^, promote their 
welfare and provide for all their needs> yet it is only too 
true that I am careless as to the closer relations that bind 
families. I take, I am sorry to say, but little interest in 
their doings or their society. That is my nature. This 
small Paternity denominated as it is by my large Stability 
and Dignity makes me somewhat of a stern parent, ex- 
acting and arbitrary in my demands. 

^^ My Amity and Devotion are also small. It is not my 
nature to be very attentive to any one except my very close 
friends, and I am very careless in, if not callous to, social 
observances. I am thus inclined to be self-contained, mak- 
ing no overtures toward friendship and ignoring its 
preference by others. I am blunt and decided in personal 
opinions, and thus disregardless of the effect on or opinion 
of others. I care but little for the interest of others, and 
BO am somewhat insensible to their troubles or miseries. 
I am glad that one of the family ia the shape of Dolly has 
a warm heart for others. 

"The smallness of above faculties together with the 
preponderance of those which I will treat shortly, is what 
makes me what I am to-day, — a delving student, cold and 
abstracted in my studies; my world confined to my study 
and my studies axe altogether out of touch with humanity 
and himian iaterests in general. In short, I am simply a 
scientific old fossil." 

De Castro expressed some polite and deprecating com- 
monplaces. 

"That's right; you've hit yourself off nicely," grimly 
exclaimed Ci»d^rbox. "But, then, scientific fossils, lika 



WE ALL RIDE OUR HOBBIES. 37 

onrselyed^ have their use in the world. SameboSy must 
take care of that end of it/^ ^ 

"But you are quite forgetting your admirable traits/' 
cried De Castro. 

" Fm coming to that now/* said the Professor. " Such 
as they are, and scarcely admirable from a worldly point 
of view/' 

*' My Beason is very large — ^maybe it would be better if 
my h€^ was as large. My Casuality is also a prominent 
organ. This is the faculty of recognizing and investigating 
the relations among phenomena that constitute cause and 
effect. My Invention is also large, endowing me with great 
constructive ability and a faculty for gathering, arranging 
and improving on facts, effects, and producing causes. 
These several faculties have been the means of directing 
my steps into a scientific walk of life, enabling me, it is 
true, to make a name for myself, but on the other hand, 
turning me out a materialist, a poor parent and musty old 
philosopher. There you have me in a nutshell, and I must 
say Tve really done more talking to-day thaa in a month 
past.'' 

Cinderbox, at this point, consulted his watch and 
glanced significantly at the attach^. He, on his part, 
quickly appreciated the inference that he was monopoliz- 
hig time generally devoted to something more impo^ant 
than idle conversation. 

" Professor Oastlemaine/' he said briskly, ^^ If you have 
the time to spare, I should be honored to speak with you 
on a strictly personal matter." 

*^Beadily," replied the savant. ^^ Doubtless Professor 
Cinderbox can find his way to excusing us." 

^^Oh, very easily," replied Cinderbox, rising. ^^I wiU 
drop in on Cythera for a chat — or rather a conversational 
bout." He passed out, leaving the two together. 
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CHAPTER IL 

CUPID HAS AN INNING. 

Hakdly had the door closed behind' Ciaderbox when 
De Cajstro plunged at once into his subject: " Professor/^ 
he said, with a certain embarrassed briskness, " you have 
known me, it is true, but six months. I might say that my 
general social position was vouched for to a certain degree 
when our mutual friend. Doctor ATchbell, took the re- 
sponsibility of introducing me into your household; yet> 
in view of what I am about to broach, I would add that any 
or all such further information as you may desire, after I 
have gone further, may be procured at the Spanish Lega- 
tion; and, I may venture to say, that I think you will ftad 
it quite satisfactory." 

. Professor Ca^lemaine looked the polite amazement 
which he undoubtedly experienced. 

" My dear sir,^' he said, " I have never had the slight- 
est suspicion as to your standing — ^but there is, I presume, 
a reason for your declaration.^^ 

^^I simply make it," explained the attache, ^^prepara- 
tory to requesting the honor of being considered in the 
light of an' aspirant for jour daughter Dorothys hand in 
marriage." 

The diplomat pointed his declaration with a most sweep- 
ing bow, then stood in respectful solicitude. 

The Professor smiled quizzically at the other's formality, 
and the unexpectedness of it all. '^ Do not you think," he 
said encouragingly, "that you had better see her your- 
self?" 

" In my country," explained the other, " we invariably 
approach the parent first. I tru^ you will not consider 
that I have taken advantage of your hospitality to abuse 
your confidence, Whil^ J have had th^ entrle of your 
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family circle less than a half year yet in that time, I have 
become so vastly impressed by the many charms of your 
daughter, as to most sincerely wish to make her my wife. 
In fact, I must say that a future without her would seem, 
in spite of my position and political ambitions, but a very 
tame and dreary affair. My language may appear fervent, 
but you must find an excuse for it in my temperament. 
While you may reason that my infatuation is sudden and 
strange, yet you must remember that we of southern blood 
are quickly inflamed; and when such a passion once takes 
hold it is strong and overpowering." 

For the moment the ordinarily composed savant was 
visibly embarrassed by this outburst. Above all, he was 
most strongly aroused from his usual . pre-occupation. 
This contingency of a possible marriage for his younger 
daughter had scarcely ever before taken a tangible shape 
in his meditations. To him, the absorbed student, she was 
scarcely yet more than a child. He nervously twirled his 
eye-glass for a full moment before replying. Surely this 
was scarcely a position in which he found himself at 
home. 

^^ Of course, Senor,'^ he replied awkwardly, ** there is the 
possibility of other suitors to be considered. Young ladies 
generally have admirers; in fact, I believe, now that I 
come to give the matter attention, that I have heard some 
table talk of one young gentleman paying her particular 
attention; but I know very little in regard to it." 

" I shall take my chances," replied the other simply. 

*^ True, you can do that," replied the Professor doubt- 
fully. " Girls of her age, I presume, scarcely know their 
own mind." 

'* I have every advantage to offer her," continued the 
other eagerly. ^^ I have position and wealth; and I do not 
think, if I may venture to say so, that I am altogether dis- 
tasteful to her. You, on your part, Professor, I trust, can 
find no objection to my attentions ? " 

'^Dear me, no, Senor," replied the savant confusedly. 
" Pardon me for the observation, but I must say you fairly 
startle me. I can scarcely realize the situation. This 
eonveisation has brought the realization that DQlly is al* 
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mo^ a woman, with a rather startling swiftness. It seems 
but yesterday that she was toddling about my study, a 
chubby and mischievous little youngster, tumbling down 
my books and occasionally upsetting my ink bottle. I am 
truly a philosophical old fossil ! I delve in my science in 
an abstraction that speeds the days, the weeks and the 
years by, without a note. But that's neither here nor 
there. Senor, I appreciate the honor of your proposal, 
a;nd the spirit in which you make it. You dine with us to- 
night — very well, after dinner I fancy we can fix the mat- 
ter up very nicely .^^ 

*^ Professor,'^ cried the attach^, ** I thank you a thousand 
times for your kindness.^' 

'^I fear that I may have annoyed you," he continued, 
in apology, ^^ in bringing before you this matter, purely do- 
mestic, and, mayhap, altogether irrelevant to your atten- 
tion. I would have approached her mother, but — ^^ah — er 
— ^well, I have never had the honor of meeting Mrs. Castle- 
maine. With an air of treading on dangerously thin ice, 
he added, ^^ I understand, and with regret, that your wife 
is an invalid.'^ 

The savant's face at once darkened. 

"I trust," continued the attache apologetically, '^that 
I have touched no sorrowful chord.'* 

*^ Do not apologize," replied the Professor, ^^ your refer- 
ence was quite in order." 

He was silent for a moment, and finally took the other's 
hand. 

'* Senor," he said, ^'you have given a most flattering 
evidence of your interest in my family. It is scarcely 
amiss that I diould make you acquainted with our domestic 
' skeleton in the closet.' The one romance of my life was 
my daughter's mother; the one weakness, my marriage — 
although, goodness knows, I scarcely regret it. When I- 
first met my wife I was taking a vacation at Brighton; she 
was then under the charge of a guardian. She was my 
very antithesis — ^for I was always somewhat of a recluse 
and bookworm — ^a pretty laughing little girl of that peculiar 
laxdi altogether chaxming type, the chiaro-oscuro, with skin 
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of 8 Tivid -waxen wMteness, contrasting most deUghtfullj 
with her clustering black hair and great brown eyes/' 

**Ah, that it is then/' interjected De Castro, "where 
Dorothy gets her magnificent eyes — ^the eyes of the 
South/' 

" Yes, Dolly has her mother's eyes," replied the savant, 
" and in all things is like the mother. 

*' I was immediately and strongly attracted by this little 
girl, and I found she had a most interesting hi^ory. Her 
father was the younger son of a somewhat impoverished 
Irish family of noble lineage, and her mother an Italian 
premiere danseuse. Truly, a most invidious intermixture 
of parentage. The result of this union had been two chil- 
dren= — a girl and a boy. The father, a ne'er do well, 
shortly after died, and his leaving of this life, I must say, 
became him the most. The mother continued, as she had 
all along, in her profession, the only difference being she 
had now three to support instead of one. The children 
were reared, the boy with a friend, the giri in a convent, 
and she had only left this sanctuary a year when I met her. 

" Well, we were married. We were as happy as we could 
be for a couple of years, but it was only a happiness as 
ephemeral, as the evanescent, prismatic fata morgana of a 
child's soap bubble. 

" Following the sickness incidental to our second daugh- 
ter's birth — ^which was Dolly — ^there suddenly came the 
shock of the sudden death of her brother. He had been 
accidentally shot by a companion while hunting. The 
affection of these two — ^brother and sister — was one of 
those curious instances of excessive attachment one oc- 
casionally encounters. They were mental twins, so to 
speak, their minds and emotions being as definitely con- 
nected with a psychological sympathy as might their 
bodies with a ligament of flesh and blood. Their very 
existence and personalities seemed to be entwined; and, 
curiously enough, at times, each seemed to possess an al- 
most clairvoyant knowledge of the other's welfare. 

"This shock of her brother's death almost killed my 
wife, and when she finally recovered from what was al- 
jaost « fatal attack of brain f ever^ she was a sadljr chan|^e4 
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womaiL How truly Horace has said: * ThougH you drive 
Nature out with a club, she will always come back/ Those 
mystical characteristics, the love of the occult and the su- 
pernatural, which she had inherited from her mother's 
dreamy Italian nature took full possession of her. She 
at once became a most fervent devotee of spiritualism, 
and is firmly imbued with the delusion that at times she 
is in communication with her brother's spirit. Ever since 
this turn of affairs she has been practically confined to her 
own apartments, taking little or no part in our family life, 
and receiving no visitors save some well-meaning dupes of 
her own hobby, or the charlatans who produce the seances. 

*^ This foolery gives her so much comfort that I really 
cannot find the heart to stop it. It would seem that next, 
and sometimes in preference, to a great happiness, a woman 
delights in giving herself up to an absorbing sorrow." 

He paused for a minute or two, perhaps in an excess of 
emotion, excited by memory. De Castro simply expressed 
the subtle sympathy of silence. 

^^This unfortunate affliction of my life's companion,'^ 
continued the savant, "has served to throw me more 
deeply into my scientific studies and researches, at the 
same time rendering more impervious iny shell of reserve. 
Truly, Senor, the nearer one gets to the truths of science 
the further one gets from God and His creatures." 

De Castro politely ventured a few commonplaces, which 
the other scarcely seemed to notice. 

"And yet it is but cause and effect," he continued. 
My wife's delusion is easily and logically accountable for 
by reason of her inherited mental characteristics. Her 
Faith is large — very large — engendering a nature that 
craves some intense form of worship, imbues her tempera- 
ment with a vivid sense of veneration, and further mani- 
fests a strong tendency for ostentation and mysticism in 
religion. Perhaps I bore you, Senor. Cinderbox often 
says in that sarcastic strain of his that it takes very little 
to start me off on my hobby." 

" Not at all, not at all," protested the attach^. 

" Well, to continue, her Stability is small, giving a na- 
ture rather to be led than to lead, with an inclination to 
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fall Hack on atHers^ and a pranounced vacillation of mind 
and pnrpose. Imagination and Devotion are both, large 
and the Season small ; she is thus swayed and moved by 
the emotional, rather than by the intellectual perception. 
So she lias naturally, easily enough, drifted into her pres- 
ent state of mind. 

"Mine is indeed a queer household," he added with a 
sigh. " The mother confining herself to one end of the 
house, the father cooped up in his study at the other end. 
And now it seems that I am to lose the only little pleasure 
wluch I have, and which I do not — ^I know I do not — 
fully appreciate. 

" Dolly is a veritable merry dancing fairy of joy about 
this dull house, with a heart as light and joyous as it is 
tender. Yet, absorbed as I am, I scarcely see her at times 
for a fortnight; and even then, I regret to say, I begrudge 
the time pilfered from my research. Truly a queer house- 
hold, is it not, Senor?^^ 

The attach^ with many polite deprecations avoided a 
direct answer to this question, which was withal asked in 
the aimless manner of one who scarcely desires as much 
to question as to express a lurking sentiment. For a mo- 
ment or two their conversation was desultory. Then, with 
many flowery words, the diplomat, after expressing his 
gratitude for what he termed the other^s "distinguished 
consideration,** took his leave with a promise to be on 
hand for dinner. 

The Professor went back to his study, and five minutes 
after had promptly forgotten all about the matter. In 
going down the street, had the diplomat not been so busily 
engaged with his own interesting thoughts, he might have 
noted a young man carrying a box that strongly smacked 
of the florist* s. If he had, his intuition might have led 
him to take note that this young man entered the Castle- 
maine domicile; again this intuition, working further 
along the same suspicions, might have caused him to 
meditate on the other's probable errand. 

He had met this Eric Singleton only once, and then 
only casually at the Professor's house, and had scarcely 
considered him in any serious sense as a possible suitor. 
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But his own thoughts were far too pleasant to waste 
attention in conjectures on passers-by. 

The young man in question ran lightly up the steps with 
the springy bound of an athlete. His youthful features, 
bright with some inward emotion, bore the unmistakable 
stamp of breeding, and indicated, as did his well groomed 
person, a good social standing; a high color gave witness 
to a fondness for outdoor sports, and his slight blonde 
moustache, a shade or two lighter than his hair, taken as 
a criterion, would indicate some five or twenty years. 

His card and the flowers were quickly brought by the 
maid to Dolly, who had scarcely finished changing her 
dress for a bicycle costume. 

She blushed slightly as she read the name of her visitor. 
Merely stopping long enough to place the roses in her 
corsage she ran eagerly down stairs. It was at once evi- 
dent that she was not altogether indifferent to the visit, 
and the prompt disposition of the floral gift could not be 
but decidedly encouraging to the donor. Altogether it 
was a very good and promising beginning for the two more 
closely concerned, yet withal more or less inauspicious to 
the unthinking third. 

When Dolly entered, the drawing-room was softly and 
dimly enveloped in the semi-dusk of the witching hour of 
twilight. Eric Singleton greeted her warmly, and she, on 
her part, responded with an empressment that would indi- 
cate much more than a casual friendship. 

After the conventionalities of greeting, Eric worded ani 
apology for his unexpected call. 

"The fact is. Miss Castlemaine,'^ he concluded, *^Fve 
just dropped in to say ^good-bye.' '' 

*' Good-bye? '* exclaimed Dolly; her voice indicated a 
surprise which was further accentuated by just a little 
start. 

"Yes, good-bye,'^ replied Eric, with a tinge of regret. 
" I am called away to Algiers and on a very short and sud- 
den notice.^^ 

" Gracious! Algiers! ^' exclaimed Dolly. Her agitation, 
covered bjr the obscurity of the room, would have been 
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revealed to a close observer in the ill-concealed anxiety: 
of her voice. 

"Business or pleasure?'^ she asked, and with but an 
obviously masked indifference. 

• *' On a strictly business matter/' replied Eric. '^ I am 
[not by any means the fashionable drone one might 
'imagine. I hav^ a profession — that of civil engineer. 
Hardly a strictly fashionable accomplishment, but useful 
at all odds to fall back upon in case fortune should so dic- 
tate/' 

*^ Every man, to my fancy,'' commented Dolly, " should 
have a profession. But you have not suddenly become 
poor? " 

, '*No, hardly,' replied Eric with a laugh. 'TEt's this 
way," he continued, " a dear friend of mine, and a former 
college companion — ^in fact, we studied our profession to- 
gether, he adopting his as a matter of absolute necessity — 
has just been taken seriously ill in Algiers." 

*' Poor fellow," commented Dolly. " So far from home." 

*' And that is not the worst of it," said Eric. " He un- 
dertook a good sized contract out there to build an aque- 
duct. Bather an ambitious venture, to be sure; but he 
wished to realize a sum large enough to marry on, and 
provide a home for, what he described as ^the sweetest, 
dearest little girl in the world' to him. He had just 
about successfully completed the contract when the fever 
put him on his back." 

" Oh, how very, very unfortunate! " exclaimed Dolly 
sympathetically, "and you?" 

" I'm going out there to take his place, make good the 
contract, and enable him to marry the aforesaid sweetest 
little girl in the world." 

" How noble, Mr. Singleton! " cried Dolly. " How gen- 
erous and how typical of you!" 

Sihe spoke with enthusiasm, and shook his hand warmly. 

"Do you really think so?" said Eric, skeptically. 

" Yes, I really do,'^ replied Dolly. ^^ I think you are a 
true friend to him, and the best fellow in the world." 

"You actually overwhelm me," said Eric. "Mayhaps 
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it was a fellow feeling that actuated me in this matter. 
There are other dear little girls in the world, you know/' 

Dolly ignored the palpable inference, but with a never- 
the-less tell-tale pinkness of throat and cheeks. 

"You will be gone some time?'' she asked carelessly. 

" A whole month," replied Eric. " For a whole month 
I must say farewell to our rides, our walks and our talks, 
and they meant a great deal to me." 

" A whole month! " echoed Dolly, and there was an un- 
mistakable dismay in her tones. "I'm so glad it is the 
month of February. It might be January or March, you 
know." 

"Are you really glad?" asked Eric eagerly. "I didn't 
think you would care if it were a whole year." 

" Well, I do — ^a little," said Dolly ingenuously. 

"A little, eh?" observed Eric. "I suppose with you 
girls that ^ out of sight is out of mind.' " 

" It has been said of us in contradiction," replied Dolly 
archly, " that * absence makes the heart grow fonder.' " 

"You speak for yourself?" asked Eric eagerly. 

" Simply for the sex in general," replied Dolly laugh- 
ingly, " and in defense of womankind." 

" There is certainly somebody who will be in my mind 
constantly," said Eric decisively, "and I have taken a 
precaution to make assurance doubly sure at that." 

He laid a small package that he had held in his hand on 
the piano top. Dolly surveyed it curiously, not to say sus- 
piciously. 

" It is not an infernal machine," he continued, " merely 
a plain every-day phonograph, loaded with a cylinder and 
ready for business. You can scarcely imagine why I have 
brcfughtit?" 

"Scarcely, indeed," replied Dolly. 

"Well," replied Eric, "you must know it will be very 
lonely out there in Algiers, especially where my head- 
quarters will be located way out in the desert waste. My 
only companions will be the negro laborers; my only com- 
forts after a day's work will be my cigar and my day 
dreams." 
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" WHy don't you bring a parrot? '^ suggested Dolly qniz- 
zically. " They are such good company/^ 

" I believe you are chaffing me/^ said Eric. ^^ But really 
in this phonograph Fve gotten a great scheme. Day 
dreams^ you know, at the best are so extremely evanescent. 
Now then to come to the point, you remember your fav- 
orite song, and mine, too — ^in fact, our favorite song? '^ 

''You mean 'Love's Old Sweet Song?''' said Dolly. 
She softly sang: — 

''Just a song at twilight. 
When the lights are low. 
And the flickering shadows 
Swiftly come and go." 

*'The dearest, sweetest song in the world to me," ex- 
claimed Eric, enthusiastically. "I do so love the simple 
ballads, they touch the heart where the more pretentious 
arias excite but the admiration." 

"Well, what about this particular ballad?" asked Dolly 
curiously, yet a light breaking in on her, and not without 
a thrill of pleasure. 

"Just this," replied Eric. "I want you to be kind 
enough to sit right down at the piano and sing it into this 
phonograph. Then when I am far away in that con- 
founded country my day dreams shall at least have the 
stamp of reality, for I shall have you and your charming 
voice with me in spirit. 

" It will mean a great deal to me. Miss Castlemaine — 
a great deal, for my most pleasant memories are surely 
those of the delight bom of the magic in your voice." 

"Fie! you silly boy!" cried Dolly laughingly. Never- 
theless, she fumbled a full minute over the music rack, 
and quite unnecessarily, unless it were to hide her pleas- 
urable confusion. 

"I can hardly refuse such an original request," said 
Dolly at length. "Shall I ring for lights?" 

" No, hardly," replied Eric, " unless you cannot see." 

" Oh, I can see well enough by the reflection from the 
Ifirej;^ 
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*^ Then bother the lights; let our atmosphere be in Har- 
mony with the sentiment of the song/^ 

As Dolly carelessly thrummed a few preparatory chords, 
Eric arranged the phonograph with the funnel-mouthed 
receiver pointed toward the player. The dusk had 
deepened and enveloped them until they could but just 
distinguish each other's features. The flickering, darting 
flames of the snapping logs were reflected on the polished 
surface of the piano, and an occasional spurt momentarily 
lighting up the room would aflEord each a swift but com- 
prehensive view of the other's radiant face. The environ- 
ments could be scarcely less ideal, for what was but the 
inevitable. 

In a sweet low voice, and with an ineflEable tenderness, 
Dolly began: — 

"Once in the dear dead days beyond recall. 
When on the world the mists began to fall; 
Out of the 4reams that ^^ 

" Oh, I say," she asked, suddenly whirling about on the 
stool, " is that quite loud enough for the purpose ? '* 

" Gracious me!'* exclaimed Eric, ^^ now you've gone and 
done it.'' 

" Done what? " 

" Spoiled the whole affair. We^ll have to begin all over 
again with a fresh cylinder. A song with snatches of con- 
versation in it would be a very realistic replica of a draw- 
ing-room musicale; but, my dear girl, it spoils the whole 
effect. If s taking down every word you say; you mustn't 
talk." 

''Well, you're talking now, are you not?" 

*' Yes, but you started it." 

" WeU, you're keeping it up. However, I will begin all 
over again." 

*' Very well, now don't you dare to speak a word," said 
Eric, with a mock air of authority. 

Beginning anew, Dolly eang the entire song through 
without a break. 

^ Biavo I " ezckhnedi Eric at the finisli. ''The deed is 
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done. In my lonely Imt^ when the day is over^ and the 
dask steals oyer the land^ then shall my thoughts turn 
pleasantly to dear odd England;^ and you^ for — 

^^ Tho' the heart be weary. 
Sad the day and long. 
Still to us at twilight. 
Comes Lovers old sweet song.** 

'' Dolly,** he exclaimed, breaking oflE suddenly, " what is 
the worst feature of a dream ? ** ' 

*' To wake up, to be sure,'* she replied carelessly, but 
with lowered lashes, " and find it but a dream." 

*' Exactly. Perhaps my day dreams may be but visionary 
affairs, after all, and as evanescent as the morning dew." 

Dolly continued' to play the refrain, but softly and in 
a lower key; the rhythm making a most charming accom- 
paniment to the other's words. 

Eric had now stepped from the side of the piano, and 
leaning over, looked her well in the eyes. 

** Kow, if I had only one little word of promise to give 
realSty to my dreams," he continued rapidly and eagerly. 
*' Only one little word before I go. If I could only brighten 
my sojourn in that dreary far-off waste>, with the assurance 
that when I returned that you — ^the sweetest, dearest little 
girl in the world to me — would be waiting to be my wife- 
wed! — ^I should be the happiest chap inside or out the 
TJirfted Kingdom. You will say that one little word, won't 
you, dearest ? " 

DoUy stopped playing and glanced up at him shyly. 
In an instant he had grasped both the tiuy hands in his. 
What she saw in his eyes caused her to drop her own. 
Blushing vividly, and in the exce^ of this sudden, strange 
emotion, she could only nod her head. 

^' Say it, dearest," cried Eric. " Let me hear the word.*' 

She softly murmured ^^ Yes.** It was a low and f alter* 
ing assent, but it served its purpose very well. 
. The suddenness of it all now embarrassed them for a 
few minutes. There was something yet lackiug, they both 
zealizeidrrH^ fiijishiTig touch to be added to the affair. 
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•Dolly was but vaguely conscious of a d^ciency. Eric, 
OH' bis part> clearly realized tbat that necessary and missing 
toucb was unmistafcably " the rose dot on the i of adora* 
tion/^ To cover her confusion Dolly picked up the roses 
from the piano. Preparatory to putting them in -water 
she clipped the stems. 

^^I wonder/^ she said, feeling painfully at a loss for 
something to say, " if it hurts flowers to cut th^tems ? '' 

^^ Gracious me I of course not 1 '' exclaimed Eric. 
'^ "What an idea to get in your sensitive little head.^' He 
edged up a little toward her. 

"Oh, I was only wondering, thafs all.^' She edged 
away a few feet. 

" You are all heart, dearest.^' 

" No, I am perfectly heartless.^' 

" How's that, may I ask ? '' 

" You have got it now, haven't you ? '' 

*^ Yes, but you've got mine." 

" Well, * a fair exchange is no robbery.' " 

Dolly bent over the flowers with lowered Head an3 
vividly scarlet cheeks. 

She was now in a cul de sac between the piano and the 
wall. 

"A mere trifle ofttimes makes a mortal happy," said 
Eric lightly, " and the particular trifle which would make 
this mortal happy would be one of those roses." 

Dolly disentangled one, and proffered it. 

*^ K you are so easily satisfied," she said lightly, " you 
shall have one." 

" Thanks, but stay a minute," continued Eric, with a 
suspicious twinkle in his laughing eyes. " It looks just a 
trifle faded. As only this morning Jt was freshened by the 
kiss of the newborn sun, I would beg you to duplicate the 
process by bestowing upon Jt one of your kisses, whidi 
cannot help but be as potent. Besides, it will make the 
flower more valuable as a souvenir." 

Dolly smiled at the exaggeration of his phrasing. 

*^ As you will have it," she said, kissing the rose lightly. 
Eric taking it, kissed it in turn and fervently, 

*^ The freshening process," he said .with a laugh, ^' waa 
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"but a mtere subterfuge. That is what you call getting a 
kiss third'hand/^ 

^* And pray, what would you then term second hand ? " 
asked Dolly curiously. 

" This/^ cried Eric, catching her plump dimpled hand, 
and kissing its rosy surface. "And this/^ he continued, 
catching her suddenly by the wai^, and kissing the mildly 
protesting -lips, " is first hand, and best of all. Now, we 
have sealed our vows. That is what might be called lead- 
ing up to a subject,^^ he add-ed merrily. 

" Warming up to it, I should rather say,'^ said Dolly. 
She laughed almost hysterically in sheer excess of joyous 
emotion. " How unexpected all this has been," she cried. 
*^ Yet I feel as if it were something that was to be, and will 
be always." 

^* It will be always, dearest," said Eric. 

^' Footsteps may falter; weary grows the way. 
Still we can hear it at the close of day. 
So till the end, when Lifers dim shadows fall. 
Love will be found the sweetest song of all." 

Leading her to a chair, Eric sat on au ottoman at her 
feet, still holding her hand. 

** Dearest," he said, " I am f airiy delirious with my sud- 
den joy. It may be bad enough to be in love at all " 

** Oh, fie I Shame to you ! " laughingly cried Dolly. 

** Well, then," said Eric lightly, " say distressing enough, 
for it is truly a bitter-sweet enchantment as I have known 
only too well, since I met you." 

** And that was ? " queried Dolly. 

« I am coining to it, now," said JBric. « As I was saying, 
to be in love is distressing enough, mayhaps, but to be 
in love with a girl and her voice is absolute slavery, yet 
a bondage in which we kiss our very fetters, and adore our 
jailor. It was your voice, dearest, that fir^t enchained me, 
and then, you did the rest. At this joyous moment it is 
pleasant to recall when I first met you." 

" Teill me, Eric," cried Dolly. " It shall be my dearest 
memory/' 



52 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

*^ And mine also/' said Eric. *' It was at somebody or 
otiher's reception. I was in the smoking-room with some 
of the boys — ^I did not care much for ladies' society then. 
We were smoking and chatting away idly enough, when 
suddenly after a preliminary bar or two of music, I was 
electrified by «the most charming voice that it was ever 
mortal's luck to hear. Surely, sweetest, the soul finds ex- 
pression in the voice. The aria was the ^ Jewel Song ' from 
Faust, and never did such a rippling cascade of trills and 
roulades greet my ears before. I was literally entranced, 
and as your ravishing voice rang out, as fragile, fairy-like 
and exquisitely crystal as some dainty fabric of spun 
glass magically bom of the artificer's blowpipe, I in- 
voluntarily held my breath, fearing for a break in this 
delicately vibrating stream — ^as one might in the other — 
so sinuously, and yet so masterfully was it spun out to 
the extreme limit of the charming full rounded and cul- 
minating crescendo which released me from my delight- 
ful, tensioned spell. Needless to say, I made a speedy trip 
to the drawing-room, and then for the first time I saw you. 
Some there are who scoflE a/t love at first sight, but I will 
willingly place myself on record as to its possibility. I 
was the loudest in the appeals for an encore, and when you 
responded, at least one bachelor in the room was lost for- 
ever to ^he delights of club and stable. The witchery of 
woman's eyes is only equalled by the subtle, enthralling 
fascination of ber voice, and I know its power only too 
well." 

" How well you remember ! " cried Dolly delightedly. 
•*I did indeed, I recall, sing that very selection on that 
very night." 

^^ Eemember ! I shall never forget. As the tuning-fork 
vibrates at length to a struck note so did my senses re- 
pond to that song and your voice. 

'^ That evening in the garden the south wind softly sang 
it to the sleeping, silver sea ; the leaves faintly rustled to 
its exquisite, surging rhyme ; and even the very chirrup 
of the crickets was cadenced to its harmony. To my 
feverish fancy all nature seemed attuned to, and concen- 
trated in, the divine, melodic magic of your voice. If the 
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evening stars had once more sang together, I feel sui'e 
their melody wouid have been but a magnificent echo of 
your voice. That night I heard it in my dreams, and next 
day it clung to my senses like some strong, subtle perfume 
•which seemed to magically render delightful even my most 
prosaic surroundings. Well, to sum it all up, I was simply 
very badly in love with a girl and her voice, and such a 
girl and such a voice ! 

"Unfortunately I can say nothing in praise of your 
charming voice that I have not said before; and I have 
^d so much already that I fear I have exhausted my 
stock of adjectives. And then, ordinary phrases do appear 
60 exceedingly commonplace when linked to that which is 
so heavenly. 

" To me, darling, your voice is melody's sweetest strain — 
a gift divine, and* gracious heaven's boon. To my fancy, 
it is sweeter than the nightingale's note, and softer than 
the bubbling of a meadow brook." 

" Gracious I '^ exclaimed Dolly, in blushing confusion. 
*^ I thought you had used up all your adjectives." 

" Well, thaHi night it did actually sound heavenly," said 
Eric. " As your voice echoed' along the hall it seemed to 
my fevered fancy as if it were about to fly above to its 
celestial abode, but that echo, fearful lest it should never 
return, soimded and resounded it again and again down 
the long hall. That, of course," he added lightly, " was 
heaven's loss, but mortal's gain." 

" You are becoming real poetical," cried Dolly laugh- 
ingly. 

"You inspire me to poetical extremes," replied Eric 
fervently. 

" It gives me deep pleasure," said Dolly, " that my voice 
should give you even a passing pleasure." 

" Passing ! " exclaimed Eric. " I am happy in- this in- 
exhaustible mine of delight, from which one draws but 
never empties. To my fancy, a woman who does not sing, 
is like a perfumeless flower. Fair to contemplate, to be 
sure, but lacking the finishing charms of its fair sister, to 
delight both senses " 
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*' And you will love me always like this ? " cried DoHy. 
" For ever and ever ? '^ 

^^ For ever and ever, dearest/' replied Eric fondling the 
tiny hand. "All women, I suppose, torture themselves 
with the question of whether they will be loved when they 
are old. A woman with the gift of song need never bother 
herself with this probability. Outside of the endearing 
association of years of happiness she has ever this charm 
to hold. 

" Some one has said with a charming poetical fancy that 
a rose retains its fragrance long after it has lost its bloom 
and beauty. As ihe faded rose delights with its lingering 
perfume so does such a woman carry to life's very end the 
poetry and romance of youth's dress. 

" She possesses an invincible talisman to keep forever 
fresh in the heart of her partner the memories of old. 

"Now, dear, to get back to this practical every-day 
worlds — ^I must be thinking of my train. How strange, I 
entered this room in fear and trembling, hoping at the 
best for a word of encouragement, I leave it an engaged 
and happy man. You cannot guess, pet, what courage 
the thought of you shall be to me out in that God-forsaken 
place. 

" I shall surely have something to look forward to on 
my return. We shall be married right after Easter, dear- 
est, will we not ? " 

" If you will have it so," replied Dolly blushingly. " And 
we shall be so happy. And if we ever get poor," she con- 
tinued with an ingenuous seriousness, "you can work at 
your prof ession> and we can get a cute little cottage with 
honey-suckle climbing up over its porch, and a ^iny, tiny, 
little garden in the back. We must have a little slavey to 
do the nasty work, and I will put on an apron and do the 
house-work and bake biscuits. Eeally, now, I must attend 
our Girls' Cooking Society more regularly." 

Eric smiled at her sudden practibility. 

" You are certainly looking far enough ahead, dear," he 
observed laughingly. 

" Oh, but I must be real serious now," replied DoHy, 
"geeing that I ami engaged." She clung to him with a 
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new light shining in the great brawn eyes. '' It is hard, 
Eric,'^ she said, *^ that you should' go away now. A whole 
month ! It will seem a year/^ 

He tenderly kissed her, and caressed' the tiny fluttering 
curls. 

^^ Remember, sweetest,'^ he i^id, ^^ journeys end in lovers' 
meeting, and 



<c 



Tho' the heart be weary. 
Sad the day and long. 
Still to us at twilight. 
Comes Love's old sweet song.'* 

Dolly's eyes were suspiciously moist, as she watched 
him from the window, until he had turned the corner. If 
she did indulge in a wee little cry — ^well, an engagement 
and a parting, and' all in an hour, must affect the feminine 
mind. 

Her next step was to inform her father; previous con- 
sultation would: have merely confused and annoyed the 
preoccupied savant. 

When Dally entered the study she found the Professor 
bent over a manuscript which he was busily engaged in 
annotating. Stepping softly from one to the other of the 
scattered rugs, and using them as stepping-stones to evade 
the warning hard-wood floor, she stole up behind him 
quite unperceived. Throwing her arms suddenly about 
his neck she drew his head gently backward xmtil he looked 
full into her laughing eyes. 

" Gracious 1 " exclaimed- the savant. *^ You mischievous 
Ifttle fairy I How you startled me ! '* 

** I have something very important,'' said Dolly with a 
very serious air, " to talk to you about, father." 

" And I, in turn, have something very important to say 
to you." 

" Very weil, pa, years have precedence, you know. You 
say first." 

*' Is lit years, little one, or only true feminine curiosity? " 
asked the Professor quizzically. 

*' Dear old pa," exclaimed Dolly. '^ You know better," 
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She leaned over his shoiilder softly stroking his hair* 

*^Well, now, let me think/^ said the P]K>fessor pre- 
occupiedly. " Bless me I If I can rememiber just what it 
is now ! ^' 

" Is it about mother or some charity ? '^ prompted 
Dolly. 

The savant shook his head'. 

" Or Cythera ? ^' again suggested Dolly. 

" No, now what can it be ? ^' mused the savant. " It 
came up during the course of this afternoon, but this 
treatise has driven it completely out of my head.'' 

He glanced longingly at the manuscript as if he be- 
grudgeS these moments denied to it by Ihese irrelevant 
matters. 

^^ Let me think,'' he continued. *^ It was, I believe, about 
somebody who was here." 

"Well, there was Professor Cinderbox," suggested 
Dolly, " and Doctor Archbell, and Senor De Castro." 

" Ah, De Ca^ro ! " exclaimed the savant. " That's it. 
And that reminds me, I have asked the Doctor and him to 
dinner. You will see about that, Dolly; won't you ? " 

" Without fail; but is that all you wished to tell me ? " 
said Dolly, a trifle disappointed. 

"Far more important, dear," replied the savant seri- 
ously. " The Senor has paid you the compliment of ask- 
ing permission to pay you his serious intentions. And let 
me tell you, he is rather badly smitten. When men of his 
race take fancies it is no trifling matter for them." 

Dolly slid around and sat on the arm of her father's 
chair. 

" Oh, father ! " she cried^ regretfully, ^^ I am so sorry 
for him ! " 

^^ Humph ! " exclaimed the Professor, *^ that is certainly 
a discouraging start for his prospects." 

^' It is indeed very discouraging," said Dolly, '' for now 
he has not even the shadow of a chance." 

"NowP' exclaimed the father. ^^Ah, you blusK. I 
know enough of the world to guess, little one, that there 
is another and more favored." 

*'Yes, father, there is another/' replied Dolly, ^'an^ 
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thel^ can never be any other. Eric Singleton proposed 
only an hour ago, and I accepted him, because I feel that 
I truly love him, and him only/^ 

"Eric Singleton!^' mused the savant. "You have 
evinced a sensible choice. He is an admirably balanced 
character, if I remember aright. Dignity and firmness 
large, with conscience and kindness predominating, makes 
him a good type of the young English gentleman. His 
love, while moderate, is governed by large constancy; his 
affection as a husband will be marked more by faithfulness 
and tenderness rather than by a great passion. His is a 
strong, well-balanced head." 

" He is all that I can desire," cried Dolly, " and really, 
it sounds dreadful funny to hear you analyze people like 
that. It makes one feel as if you were turning them in- 
side out." 

"Well! well! little kitten, so I am to lose you," said 
the father. " Dull old fossil I am to be sure. A love af- 
fair right under my very nose, and I never suspected how 
serious it was." 

The savant for the moment was deeply touched. Some- 
thing filial and tender appeared to rise within him, and 
evidence itself even through his crusty, scientific surface. 

" So, I am to lose you, Dolly," he continued. " Some 
arid and blackened planet, whirling solitary in a chaos of 
darkness, may have been visited and brightened daily by 
a stray beam of dancing sunshine, which lightens its 
gloom. One day, a change in the planetary system, and 
the sunbeam comes no more, and then the poor planet 
goes its dreary, dull way in the gloom. Well, the old 
dried-up planet may serve its purpose at that. Dolly, lit- 
tle one, you\e been my bright and solitary ray of sun- 
shine, and now you're going to leave me all alone." 

" No, papa, you will see your Dolly often — real often," 
cried Dolly. " I will not completely desert you, my dear 
old papa!" She fell on him and smothered him in af- 
fectionate kisses. 

The father held her off at arm's length, and looked full 
and long into the winsome face. 

**M7 little daughter Dolly!'' he cried. '^It came veiy, 
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easy to call you Dolly, for when you were but a tiny lit* 
tie toddler in a short pinafore, with your long yellow hair, 
and great preternaturally solemn brown eyes, you did look 
for all the world like a great French doll." He sank into 
his armchair, and resting his head on his hands seemed to 
look into the past. 

"Yes, it scarcely seems but yesterday,*^ he continued, 
" when you would come tip-toeing softly and shyly down 
the hall; mustering up your childish courage, you would 
peep in, then rush headlong, pellmell down the hall, and 
hide your face in your mother's lap. Your mother was a 
mother to her children then." 

" Poor mother! " exclaimed Dolly, " don^t speak re- 
proachfully of her." 

" That was your favorite trick, Dolly. You would 
frighten yourself regularly with the grim death masks; 
and it was a long time before we could get you to come 
in my study. • Maybe it was your hard scientific old father, 
that scared you." 

" Oh, f atherl don't say that," cried Dolly. " We know' 
that you are pre-occupied with your profession, but we' 
understand you." 

"I fear, Dolly," protested' the savant, "I have been^a 
poor father to you girls; but you caa''t teach an old dog 
new tricks." 

"For fie, pa!" cried Dolly, placing her hand playfully 
over his mouth. ^ 

"But when you did lose your fear of those old death 
masks," continued the savant, " you took strange liberties 
with them. I remember when you were about twelve, 
how one day at dusk, you took a stick of sulphur and 
rubbed my favorite Voltaire's features well with it. Then 
the new servant girl, who had been here only from morn- 
ing, came in looking for something. Well, honestly, from 
her cries, and the general uproar, I fancied the house was 
on fire." 

He indulged in a ghost of a laugh over the memory. 

"Well, it was funny, wasn't it?" said Dolly. "But I 
remember how I went to bed without any supper that 
night, and was out of jam for a week*'' 
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«I wisK we could keep yon Happy laughing little girls 
all the time/' said the Professor reflectively. " But you 
will grow into young women and marry, and face the 
world with its cares and troubles. You will be happy, 
little one — ^you must and will be. But what shall I say 
to Senor De Castro ? '^ 

*'Well, there is but one thing to say/' replied Dolly, 
^^and you will, I hope, do it as pleasantly as possible. 
I do not altogether like him; yet, I wish to hurt no one's 
feelings." 

^'Well, you do then dislike him?" asked the father. 

*'No, not exactly," replied Dolly falteringly. "I can- 
not say that, at first, though, I liked him overmuch. For 
the while I fancied something repellent in him — ^in fact, 
I rather loathed him — ^no — ^that is speaking too harshly. 
I had rather an indefinable feeling of the power he could 
exercise over one, if he so desired, and our first impres- 
sions we are to believe are our best. I tolerated him more 
for politeness, and because he was the Doctor's friend. 
His polish, and personal magnetism, after I knew him 
awhile, dispelled to a degree my first unpleasant impres- 
sion; BO to-day I merely regard him as a pleasing ac- 
quaintance. But to be his wife — ^I should never think of 
it." 

*' Well, that is out of the question now/' commented her 
father. "As to your first dislike, that was probably a 
mere childish fancy." 

*^ Probably. But, father, I am now going to talk busi- 
ness. Just fancy, I was last week elected Treasurer of 
our Girls' Friendly Aid Society." 

''My!" commented the Professor, patting her curly 
head, ''you are getting to be a regular little business 
woman." 

" And I presided in that capacity for the first time yes- 
terday," continued Dolly. " I had to go over the books, 
and I found what they call a deficiency of ten pounds. 
I reported it> and it was put to a vote, and they decided 
as I was Treasurer I must make it good." 

^'I don't know much about such things/' said the 
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father, ''"but it appears irregular that yon, the new one, 
ehould be held responsible/' 

" Well, the President eays it is so, and she must know, 
for she is President of a half a dozen clubs/' 

" Well, you shall have it,'' said the Professor, reaching 
for his check book. " Those charity fads serve at least to 
Usefully employ your leisure, and satisfy your tender little 
hearts' wishes for well doing. But I assure you I am glad 

?ou have quit having all kinds of people coming to the 
ouse here. I strongly suspect it was one of your outdoor 
patients who stole my overcoat out of the hall last winter." 

*^ Oh, don't say that, father," cried Dolly. " Maybe he 
just took it, and may have needed it very badly." 

" Well, we will give him the benefit of the doubt, you 
illogical little sister of the poor. Where are you off to, 
now? " 

'^ My daily bicycle lesson," replied Dolly. 

*^ It is probably a healthful exercise for you," said the 
savant. ^'In my day, girls didn't do such things; but 
then I am away ahead in philosophy and away behind the 
practical age." 

Dolly, after giving him the full good measure of ten 
good kisses for the check, ran out, leaving the savant at 
his desk with smiling face. For the past five minutes he 
had been almost human, and the glow still remained. 

But the mood passed as quickly as it had come, and iff 
a few minutes he was again the toiling, pre-occupied stu- 
dent, absorbed with the baffling mysteries of Nature. So 
far, it had been a somewhat eventful afternoon in the 
usually prosaic Castlemaine household ; but it would seem 
that there was still more in store before the day had run 
its course. 

The art of the horoscope, in its Application to and bear- 
ing upon the destinies of humanity, is well nigh as old as 
man's knowledge of the stars themselves. The fortunes 
of each one of us, we are to believe, are influenced to a 
potential degree by some certain planets, dominating the 
heavens at our natal hour. One affects to a greater, and 
a number of unimportant to a lesser degree. In this vast 
And complex planetary system we know there is a re-iu" 
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ctttring method — ^^- Heaven's easy artless, tmeneiimbered 
plans'' — ^by which their relative positions at regular in- 
tervals assume the same position to one another, and whicfh 
is said to consequently affect those controlled, so as to 
speak, by those stars. One cannot but note in the vast 
swirl and maze of life how we are thrown in with one 
another; and how certain people will cross or affect our 
life. This may be altogether accidental, and yet again, 
be this controlling and re-incurring influence of our in- 
dividual natal planets. 

It would indeed be strange and somewhat inexplicable 
that by this interchanging of the planetary system a cer- 
tain number of us should be brought into juxtaposition, 
and sometimes, fixed conjunction — ^for a certain period, 
and from that period the several destinies should inter- 
twine, and the re-incurrences of this period affect their 
6'^veral futures in a tragical or felicitous manner. 

This may or may not be, but it is curious and striking 
how the events of a day — ^and ofttimes an hour — mate- 
rially change a life time. Is it, or is it not fate? Merely 
the outcome of cause and effect, or the invincible and 
jhtali^ic working of a mighty power? At all odds, a 
half dozen persons, whose lives while hitherto bearing but 
little common interest, yet were to be strangely entangled, 
bad come together this fatal afternoon. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

TEANSFUSION OF BLOOD. 

Pbofessor Cinderbox had always found a keen pleas- 
ure in a daily tilt with Cythera. Her sharp tongue at 
once challenged and delighted his aggressiveness. He liow 
found her in the morning-room idly turning the pages 
of a novel. Their inning was brief but spirited. 

"Do I intrude?^' he asked in mocking politeness. 

" Not at all/^ replied Cythera. " Even you would be a 
welcome relief to this novel. Do you know I fancy I 
shall some day descend to the frivolity of writing a novel 
— ^a serious one, of course.^^ 

Cinderbox ignored her opening innuendo. 

" I would have you remember the maxim/^ he observed, 
"that a woman who writes commits two sins: she in- 
creases the number of books and decreases the number of 
women.^^ 

" Fudge! I shall write at least one/' said Cythera, "to 
exploit a relieving innovation in the line of literature. 
The tendency of the times is toward concentration — ^why 
not in novels ? As it seems the fashion now-a-days for the 
stage to draw inspiration from the novel, it is but fair that 
the novelist might borrow a leaf from the dramatist. I 
would present my tale to my readers as a dramatist would 
a play to his audience, or a lawyer his case to a jury — di- 
rect, succinct and logical. I would have every word and 
action lead up logically and quickly to a climax, avoid- 
ing a clogging of superfluities and maintaining a steady 
inclination at all times to condense. I should avoid all 
long, needless commonplace conversations — ^they are in- 
finitely boring. In fact, I do not think people talk one- 
quarter as much in life as they do in novels/ 
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''Being a bacHelor/' commented Cinderbox, ^^I must 
remain consistently conservative on that point/^ 

" I would not indulge in long prosy descriptions of 
scenery/' continued Cythera. "I would, instead, kodak 
it, as it were. My characters would be quickly and 
strongly outlined/' 

'^ Something in this line, I presume,^' interjected Cin- 
derbox mockingly — '^ ^ Our hero's aunt was an aged spin- 
ster, and of all things reminded one most vividly of a 
hardware store, by reason of her lantern jaw, corkscrew 
aurls, hatchet face and gimlet eyes/ " 

" Your jest is in the most absurd taste," said Cythera. 
''Now, further in my novel, I might say I would only 
make an exception for the introduction of irrelevant mat- 
ter in favor of sal atticurriy in the way of anything in the 
line of wit and humor, that my characters might get off. 
Sometimes even the dullest of mortals accidentally say 
something clever, although the general rule is for one to 
get off such things very consciously, and still more im- 
pressively. 

'* In short, if I were to write a novel, I would imagine 
it out on the lines of a four or five act play, and serve it 
up in that shape, modified, of course, by literary methods. 
It would consist merely of a series of strong chapters, sus- 
taining the interest steadily, and without any of those 
deadly hiatus, which tempt one to skipping them. 

*' Just fancy what a blessing and saving clause would be 
the use of the theatrical expedient of mentioning that a 
fortnight, six months, or a year, as the case might be, are 
supposed to have elapsed. Think of the weary chapters 
eluninated; even a lapse of a couple of days could surely 
be appreciated." 

"And some novels," commented Cinderbox dryly, 
" might suffer eliminations of ten years without any result 
save a vast improvement. I agree, for the once, with your 
theory — a novel, like a play, should tell a strong story, 
speedily and simply, and like it, be little more than an 
evening's entertainment — or at the most, two. How true 
is the Greek maxim that ^ A big book is a big nuisance.' 
It only becomes relegated^ sooner or later, to its fitting 
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purpose in life — the pressing of antumn leaves, or the hold- 
ing open of obstinate doors, that will persist in slamming 
^hut. A pennyweight of gold in the shape of an idea 
may be hammered out by great pains and labor into an 
extensive sheet of gold leaf representing a novel ; and 
while it thus covers a great deal more space than the 
original, still it by no means increases in value. If you 
must write a book — ^and heaven defend us from the furor 
scribendi of adolescence — ^let me give you a little further 
advice. 

'^Let it be bound after Horace, that is ^simplex mun- 
ditiis/ A poor book in an expensive binding is like a 
cheap picture in an expensive frame. It sufEers by con- 
trast. Or to further illustrate — it is like one of those lay 
figures one sees in shop windows. While magnificently 
arrayed in costly silks and satins, yet they are nothing 
beneath but a wretched commonplace frame of unattrac- 
tive wood and iron. How much more effective and gen- 
erally satisfactory when this same magnificence encloses 
a beautiful, breathing form of flesh and blood. 

" It is the same with books and their covers. A book, to 
be appreciated, must be full of warm flesh and blood in 
the shape of human interest.^' 

Cythera instinctively felt a strong suspicion of her old 
time adversary's ready agreement with her theories, and in 
this suspicion she was quite correct. Cinderbox, biding 
his time, now showed his colors. " There is a great deal 
of difference between perpetuating a book and perpetrat- 
ing one,'' he continued, ^^and there is also a great deal 
of difference between living for one's art and living by it. 
I prefer the latter. Many are they who are in love with 
their art, but unfortunately suffer the vicissitude of bein<y 
crossed in their affection." 

Suddenly he now went about on his new tack. " This 
getting * between covers ' may be all right for a man," he 
said quizzically, '* but to my fancy it is hardly fltting and 
ofttimes disastrous for a woman. With Luther, I believe 
that there is no gown or garment that worse becomes a 
woman than when she will be wise. Why don't you drop 
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I this xmbecoming business of science and study and 
ooks, and. get married? '' 

As he expected, Cythera flared up in an instant. 
Marriage is the last thing/^ she rephed warmly, ^^for a 
roman of my ability to even consider. It is good enough 
or those 'who have not the bent or capacity for higher 
hiiigs. It is only a fitting resource for weak-minded 
?omen ^withont capabilities or force of will, to embrace as 
I last resort.^^ 

"Psha^w!** cried Professor Cinderbox. *' Matrimony 
puts the finishing touches to womankind/' 

"Yes, and in more senses of the word than one,'' re- 
torted Cythera, heatedly, "for, paradoxically, when a 
woman apparently assumes the one-half of a matrimonial 
unit, she really doubles her own trouble. It means that 
she will be a life-long caterer to some man's comfort and 
whims; that she will be harassed and handicapped by 
petty and tormenting cares and duties; that she must 
sink her identity and squelch her personality for some al- 
together undeserving and unappreciative man. I can de- 
vote my energies and talent to very much better purpose, 
I assure you." 

" Tut, tut ! " cried Cinderbox. " All the old time-worn 
objections of the new woman. Bachelor girl may sound 
b^er than old maid, but it amounts to the same thing — 
the lack of a man. Women are mentally and physically 
constructed simply for one purpose and that the propaga- 
tion of ihe human race. Her place in life is as a consoling 
companion of man; to lighten his cares and brighten his 
pleasures and to adorn rather than edify the human race." 

'* Perish the very thought," cried Cythera with a dis- 
dainful toss of her head. ^^ Our sex has proven time and 
time again that they are capable of more things than a 
mere serfdom to masculine dominion. They have shown 
that they are just as capable in many lines and professions 
as mankind." 

** The exceptions to the rule," replied Cinderbox. 

''EaSther examples of the superior cleverness of the 
Bex," retorted Cythera triimiphantly. 

*^ 908h } I dott^t take any stocl^ in your clever women^^ 
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V 

said Cinderbox caustically. '^ A few pebbles rattling in an 
empty gaurd will make a great deal more noise than that 
same receptecle filled to the brim with pearls. And that is 
a woman's show of wit; she vigorously rattles her few 
pebbles of ideas and congratulates herself on the racket." 

Cythera attempted to voice a protest, but the Professor 
choked her oflE. " A woman's mind is like a mirror/' he 
continued, *^ which receives impressions for the moment 
only to fade as quickly, and open to the next that comes 
along. In contrast, a man's is like the sensitive photo- 
graphic filament which absorbs and retains an impression 
for all time. Then, again^ to utilize another metaphor, 
her brain is like a sponge, which can only hold so mudi 
water at a time, and no more, and must be squeezed out 
before taking in a fresh supply. This accounts for then: 
incessant chattering, for they are constancy filling and 
emptying the sponge a;ll day long, and so, as a matter of 
fact, are limited to one idea at a time. This process is 
carried on all the live long day, and at night this poor 
sponge of a brain is just as empl^ as it was at mom.'' 

^^You are wonderfully like your favorite Carlyle, Pro- 
fessor," said Cythera sarcastically, ^^wonderfully like him 
— ^in a way. You have his testiness, and presumably his 
indigestion, but scarcely a vestige of his brilliancy." 

^^Save your comments until I have finished," replied 
Cinderbox. ^^ Now to continue — ^woman's talk, which is, 
of course, a replica of her mind, gives to one's understand- 
ing the same effect that the kaleidoscope does to the eye — 
it is a bright and showy, ever-changing jumble of trifles, 
a fleeting confusion of forms, taking on a thousand and 
one diflEerent aspects, yet rarely or ever assuming the 
same relation, and above all, making no enduring impres- 
sion. 

"Like the kaleidoscope, it is but a cheap and paltry 
form of entertainment, and again like it, purely mechani- 
cal: — ^keep turning the crank, which is wagging the tongue, 
and there you are. And this showy conversation, ♦hen 
viewed by the analytical mind, turns out, like the decep- 
tion of the kaleidoscope, to be simply intellectual rubbish, 
akin to the cozoinoii beads and worthless broken pieces of 
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glass juggled into bewildering fantastic and deceptive 
forms. 

"And woman's little tricks of expression of eye and 
voice duplicate the mirrors of the kaleidoscope in deceiv- 
ing one as to the real value of this cheap and tawdry rub- 
bish which is set forth for one's delectation/' 

"Professor Cinderbox/' cried Cythera in indignation. 
" Let us argue this matter. I will show ^" 

*^My dear girl/' interjected the Professor, rising, "I 
never argue with women; it is a sheer waste of time. There 
is a species of cuttle-fish, which, when cornered by a su- 
perior adversary, ejects a liquid completely clouding the 
adjoining waters, and under cover of which it makes its 
escape. It is the same with your sex. When cornered in 
a controversy they invariably take refuge in a bewildering, 
impenetrable cloud of irrelevant frivolities, which cannot 
but mentally becloud the clearest mind; and from under 
cover of which they escape triumphant. Argue, for- 
sooth ! " 

Well satisfied with his inning Cinderbox walked quickly 
out of the room, leaving Cythera in a bewilderment of 
mingled emotions. 

The maid entering, handed her a card, stating the gen- 
tleman awaited her pleasure in the drawing-room. It was 
this caller that Dolly on her way out from her father's 
study, encountered, in what was at first a slightly startling 
manner. 

As she passed the door of the drawing-room a cautious 
but sibilant " phist " attracted her attention to the dark- 
ened interior. A figure lurking in the shadows stealthily 
beckoned to her, and then laid a finger on its mouth, en- 
joining circumspection. Dolly's suddenly awakened fears 
of a burglar were quickly dispelled when she recognized the 
mysterious stranger as Bert Harkaway. 

Bert was a shining example of the " horsey" and spoi*t^ 
ing type as best exemplified by the late " Squire " Abing- 
dei^ He was inclined to stoutness, full-faced and smooth- 
shaven — one of those human paradoxes where the figure of 
a man of thirty is combined with the face and spirits of e^ 
boy of fiizteen. 
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It would require but a cursory glance at his dapper get-up 
of tight trousers, flaming tie, spate, and short covert coat to 
analyze his predilections. It was generally understood in 
the family circle that Bert had a weaknese for Cythera, al- 
though a more strongly contrasting pair could scarcely be 
found. The one finding happiness in the referee, a strong 
pipe and brandy and soda, ad libitum; the other in an 
abstruse social problem, a reliable pair of eye-glasses and 
a smooth-flowing fountain pen. 

Kadiant and joyous in her newly-found happiness Dolly 
greeted him most cordially. This at once affected Bert to 
the degree that he became suddenly and mysteriously con- 
fidential. 

" Dolly, you and I were always good f riends,^^ he began. 
*^ Now just guess what brought me here this afternoon.^' 

^^ Why, Cythera, to be sure." 

'^ Not altogether to the point," he replied mysteriously. 
" Say, Fm going to propose to her." 

^' Goodness gracious ! " cried Dolly. ^^ It seems to be in 
the air." 

" What^s in the air ? " asked Bert doubtfully looking 
about him. 

" Proposals, to be sure. TouVe heard of the future Mrs, 
'Awkins, as is to be ? Well, Fm the future Mrs. Singleton, 
as is to be. We arranged it all this very afternoon, and 
you may congratulate me." 

^^ Well, indeed I do, and most heartily." 

" And I, in turn, wish you all possible success in your 
venture, Bert. Maybe we can have a double wedding. 
How nice that would be ! " 

'* Do you know, Dolly,'^* said Bert, dubiously, " I am a 
little fearful of the results. Honestly, it is a clear case of 
blue funk with me now. I never felt so nervous in my life. 
The St. Leger, with a mixed field and a heavy bet on the 
favorite is not a circumstance to this." 

" Cheer up, my boy ! " cried Dolly encouragingly. '^ Ee- 
member, ' a faint heart never yet won fair lady.' " 

" I know all that, Dolly. But she is not like other girls 
-r-not a bit like the others. What show has a fellow with 
^ girl who, when, be in»oc;e»tly admires the beaiitifui Wue 
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ams about and sharply says that the sky is not blue, 
ily appears so, and then goes on and explains that the 
is produced by reflected light ? She made me make 
norandum on the spot that the air is composed of 
larticles, and these, arresting the free passage of light, 
ce interference and show color. You see, Fve got 
by heart, for she is sure to ask me all about it some 
md woe unto me if I didn^t have it pat. Honestly, 
, I have my head so full of such rubbish that I can 
ily keep track of my turf records. My betting book 
I of all sorts of memoranda about all sorts of musty 
its. Ton my word, there is scarcely room enough to 
er my wagers. Cythera just analyzes everything, 
me ! she might analyze my afEection, and term it 
3ve. She'd do it in a minute.*' 
'on't mind it,'' said Dolly encouragingly. " It is only 
f her peculiarities. She is a woman, and all women 
bearts. You must appeal to her softer side." 
wish I could," replied Bert despairingly, " but I can't 
hat soft side. She is a peculiar girl, and a fellow can 
tell anything about her. The eyes may be the win- 
of the soul, but Cythera always keeps the blinds 
i down, in the shape of those confounded spectacles 
rs. Imagine gazing into the depths of a girl's soul 
gh double convex glasses. I tell you it just murders 
nent. The other night we were in the garden, and 
feeling just a trifle sentimental. These bright frosty 
8 are fine for training, and besides they do affect a 
r so. I would have taken her hand, but she held a 
jlume of philosophy in one and was twirling her spec- 
with the other. She always twirls them when she is 
g scientific. 

'verhead the stars were shining brilliantly, and as she 
;azing abstractedly into space I thought that maybe 
Iso felt something of the night's charm. I cudgeled 
•ains to think of something real poetical to say of the 
But I'm not very strong on poetry — pedigrees is 
in my line — and I could think of nothing but a bit 
rme of my younger days. So I began — 
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'* Twinkle, twinkle, little star. 
How I wonder what you are. 
Tip above 

I had just gotten that far when she cut me suddenly Sfhoit. 
* Mr. Harkaway/ she remarked coldly, — ^you know her tone 
of voice, * stars do not twinkle/ Then she went on to say 
that they only appear to do so." Bert stopped long enough 
to produce his note-book. 

" She said this effect,^' he continued, slowly reading from 
a memorandum, '^ was caused by air currents or waves that 
dart through the atmosphere and cause a break in the 
steady light from the stars. Well, that completely 
squelched me, and settled my case for the evening. I fear 
that there is no balm in Gilead for me in a nature where 
the sky is not blue and stars do not twinkle. But Tve 
made up my mind to do or die this trip.'' 

A door slammed at the other end of the hall. 

" Here she is now," cried Dolly. " Brace up, my boy. 
I wish you all possible success — ^I'm off." 

Left alone for the moment Bert felt like bolting, and 
mentally noted what an unstable incentive to courage even 
a B. & S. amounted to. C3rthera entered still somewhat 
exasperated from her encounter with Cinderbox. After 
greeting Bert rather shortly she busied herself arranging 
some loose papers. 

^^ Some people build a vast monument of egotistical con- 
ceit," she began finally, more in soliloquy ttian in direct 
address, " upon a very weak foundation of intrinsic merit, 
and then hasten the inevitable crash by topping it off with 
a brazen statue of arrogance; that ^atue being moulded 
after their own image and likeness." 

This ponderous aphorism partaking somewhat of the 
nature of an intellectual problem caused Bert to remain 
discreetly silent. 

Finally his apprehension overcame his difl&dence. 
Nothing personal, I hope. Miss Singleton," he asked'. 
Not at all," replied Cythera. ^^ Simply a thought 
bom on the spur of the moment. It may be applied gen- 
erally, a^d i& especially apropos of the consequential airs 
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of inconsequential people — those who bristle with the out- 
ward and visible signs of an inward and consuming ego- 
tism/' 

This scarcely reassured Bert very much; he readily ap- 
preciated that a conversation on these lines was hardly a 
felicitous prelude to what he had in mind. 

" Ah 1 yes; to be sure/' he ventured diplomatically. 
*' There are people like that. To whom do you especially 
refer, may I ask ? '' 

''I am dealing in generalities, not personalities,'' re- 
plied Cythera severely, " which includes the rank and file 
of society, and may also be applied to the world of arts — 
but it especially applies to the every-day person. The eye 
which sees all things, yet cannot see itself, finds a parallel 
in this ' I ' of the egotistical, which blinds them to their 
own failings and foolishness. Science tells us that a fly's 
eye is composed of thousands of facets, each one an eye in 
itself; the ordinary person recalls this wonder of nature, 
inasmuch as each individual consists of one personality 
composed of numberless ^ Fs.' " 

Bert was visibly perplexed by this bewildering problem 
in play of words, but he pulled himself together with an 
effort. 

*^ That sounds first class," he cried with a feeble affecta- 
tion of interested enthusiasm. ^'I wish I could get off 
epigrams like that; they do come so handy when out. 
Alas ! my drawing-room speciality consists exclusively of 
farix pas/' 

*'Ajid also murdering French, as it is spoken," com- 
mented Cythera. " Above all things avoid quotation from 
the French unless you have them pat. 

" As I was about to continue, when you interrupted me, 
my remark also applies to those who sail serenely through 
life with a maximum of arrogance and a minimum of 
knowledge." 

Bert nodded an intelligent appreciation of this; he had 
played roulette often enough to thoroughly appreciate the 
potential sense of minimum versus maximum. 

"And who complacently view themselves and their 
achievements," continued Cythera, " through the telescopic 
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medium of a magnified vanity, while the world viewa 
them and their doings correctly enough through the re- 
versed end of the same instrument. There is also the ego- 
tism of impression and expression. There are those who 
imagine that their personal impressions of men, women 
and matters far transcend their fellow creatures in the 
respect of penetration and comprehensiveness, and who 
inflict these impressions with an irritating air of convic- 
tion that is sorely tempting to one^s sense of good breed- 
ing. This is evidenced of ttimes in the world of letters, but 
more often in social intercourse. 

^^I fancy I shall, some day, write an article on the 
' Anatomy of Egotism ^ — it is an almost inexhaustible sub- 
ject.^^ 

Surely things were getting worse for Bert. He sighed 
softly, and looked the very picture of dejection. How was 
a man ever to bridge over the chasm between social analysis 
and love matters. Cythera noted his forlorn appearance. 

^^You look a trifle fatigued, Mr. Harkaway,^* she ob- 
served. " Would you care for a cup of tea ? Perhaps a 
brandy and soda at your club would be more to your taste,^' 
she added caustically, noting that Bert did not greet the 
tea idea with any noticeable degree of enthusiasm. 

^^ Oh, no ! I assure you,^* protested Bert fearfully. " I 
just adore tea. In fact, that^s what I dropped in for — ^a 
cup of tea, a little Wagnerian music, and, incidently, a 
chat.'' 

Considerably mollified Cythera rang for the samovar. 

" You are improving in all things, Mr. Harkaway,'' she 
said, "and especially in music. There was a time, you 
know, when you thought the ^ ITibelungen Cycle' was a 
new make of wheel, and ^ Die Goetterdamerung ' a German 
oath. Have you read Prof. Borem's last work, entitled 
* A Homiletical Commentary on Biblical Evolution ? ' '' 

" No," replied Bert, confusedly. " I haven't found time 
yet." 

" You should always find time to improve your mind," 
said Cythera severely. "By the by, I attended a musical 
lecture yesterday afternoon explaining Wagner's ^ Die 
Walkure/ which I will illustrate, as you have given evi- 
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dettces of cultiYatiiig your nmsical taste to a standard 
higlier than the Gayety/' 

** I like Wagner and all things that you do/' cried Bert 
fervently, albeit his conscience smote him a trifle on the 
Bayrenth score. Ofttimes down in his heari; he faintly 
echoed Tolstoi's somewhat barbarian and altogether sweep- 
ing category of " Monstrous nonsense '' and " sham ari;/' 

Selecting the score from a pori;folio Cythera went over 
to the piano. " Love's Old Sweet Song " still occupied the 
rack. 

" Bah ! A silly bit of nonsense ! '' she exclaimed, clos- 
ing the music aheelt with a sharp snap. 

** That's a bad beginning for me/ thought Beri;. 

Cythera threw down the despised portfolio sharply. It 
slid along the polished top of the piano and struck a smaM* 
cabinet of virtu alongside, on the extreme top of which 
was a rosy smiling Cupid of bisque. The impact toppled 
over the Cupid, and it striking the hardwood floor, not 
protected by the rug, was broken into innumerable frag- 
m^ents. 

^ Perdition I " murmured Beri;, in an agony of emotion. 
'^ I guess it's all up with my case now." Spori;ing man to 
ttie backbone, he had all that gentry's firm belief in omens, 
and at once furi;ively crossed his fingers as a "kibosk" to 
this ^^ hoodoo." 

Placing the Wagnerian score on the rack, Cythera 
drummed a few bars, and then twirled about on the stool. 

''To impress you how Wagner made music talk," she 
b^an, *^ and to illustrate how the score of his opera at all 
times faithfully follows the action of the story, I shall 
take a certain passage. Now the gods lived ia the 
clouds ^" 

^ And I have been living in the clouds ever since I met 
you," interjected Bert fervidly. 

'* Don't be silly ! " she cried with frowning brow. '' This 
passage represents the passing of a number of gods on their 
horses through the clouds. This gives the clattering of 
their hoofs on the clouds." She played a couple of bars, 
Bert looked puzzled, and without a glimmer of intelli- 
gence in face or eyes. 
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''Do you follow the idea?'' asked Cythera sKarply. 

She played the passage over again. 

" That is the clattering of hoofs on clouds? '' aaked Bert 
skeptically. 

"Yes, why do yon ask?'* 

''Well/' replied Bert dubiously, "Wagner and I do 
certainly have a hard time getting along together. All 
I can say is that if that represents the sound of horse- 
hoofs on clouds, then those Wallhalla clouds must have 
been the ones we read of with the silver lining." 

Cythera pursed her lips in contempt. 

" Don't be silly! " she cried with frowning brow. 

The tea things coming in fortunately created a diver- 
sion. Bert drank three cups scalding hot and ate a species 
of crumpet that he specially detested, with all outward 
evidence of cheerfulness and the fortitude of a martyr. 

" What do you say to a little more Wagner? " queried 
Cythera, after the refreshments. 

" I was just going to suggest it," said Bert, although it 
was the last idea in his head. 

" Any special piece you care for? " asked Cythera. 

"Yes, the 'Wedding March from Lohengrin,"' cried 
Bert with an almost suspicious eagerness. He congratu- 
lated himself inwardly on leading up so diplomatically to 
the subject uppermost in his mind. As Cythera searched 
for the march he slyly tossed a shilling on the piano top. 

" Heads, I win ; tails, I lose I " he mused. The coin, 
after a tedious gyration, slowly settled down with the 
obverse side up. 

Bert groaned in an agony of disappointment. " Every- 
thing against me," he thought; "but I will try it at all 
odds. Nothing venture, nothing gain." 

As Cythera played, he softly hummed the chorus: 

" Faithful and true — ^faithful and true." 

Of a sudden, and with a seemingly inspired efifori;, he 
screwed up his courage to a pitch. Leaning over the piano, 
and instead of turning the music leaf, he grasped Cythera's 
band« 
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'^C^hera!" lie cried, speaking hurriedly, and almost 
gasping in his haate and emotion, "if you would only 
say one little word — one little word in answer to my ap- 
p^, and be my wife, I would be faithful and true to you 
to the end of the chapter — ^faithful and true as a dog to 
its master — faithful and true as the best bull terrier that 
ever was bred. I know that I am not your equal in any 
respect — ^you are so clever and learned; but I love you 
and I love you better than my life. I have always loved 
you, and now ^^ 

He stopped shori;, literally frozen into silence by Cy- 
thera's cold and analytical stare. 

When he had begun she had at once released her hand 
and removed her spectacles. After a careful cleaning with 
her handkerchief she had replaced them, and surveved 
Bert long and keenly. Her first conclusion had been that 
he was slightly intoxicated. A careful consideration of his 
person gradually revealed the fact that he was sober and 
in all seriousness. 

Bert, ill at ease, now stood sheepishly stock still and 
silent, a comical aspect of lugubriousness befogging his 
ordinarily rosy and smiling features. Cythera coughed 
slightly and then broke the, embarrassing silence, the cold- 
ness af her voice slightly tinctured by an appreciation of 
the humor (to her) of the situation. 

**Mr. Harkaway,^^ she said, "I have never given you 
aay encouragement as an excuse for this.'* 

** Cythera, I can only ^^ 

^'Miss Castlemaine, please!** 

"Well, then. Miss Castlemaine. I don*t know how a 
fellow can very well give an excuse for loving a woman; 
it just comes over him.** 

*' On my part it was quite unsolicited.** 

"Well, I couldn*t help it. I didn*t think there was 
anything in the world worth bothering about except a 
good dog or a horse until I met you.** 

"Your comparisons are certainly not flattering,** com- 
mented Cythera dryly. 

"I know I am clumsy in expression,** rejoined Bert 
hastily, " but you know what I mean. After I met you. 
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Bomehow, everything seemed changed. I abandoned Sul- 
Kvan for Seidl, and the Alhambra for Wallhalla. For 
your sake I have endured the Nibelungen Cycle from soup 
to nuts — or I should say, after Horace, ^ from the ^g to 
the apple/ For your sake I have put on evening clothes 
at four in the afternoon, and rushed down an eight course 
dinner in twenty minutes, until what between a physical 
and mental congestion, I have dreamt every night that 8 
band of howling, bloodthirsty Valkyries were chasing me 
through the wilds of Walhalla right into the crimson, 
cavernous jaws pf a fire-splitting, ilame-eyed dragon to 
the sound of a thousand clashing tom-toms. Heaven 
knows I tried hard to be soulful for your sake. You know 
I read Ibsen, Maeterlinck, and even Sarah Grand^ — and 
that was the limit. But, alas, soulfulness and robust ap- 
petite are not good running mates and ^' 

Cythera suddenly checked him with a frown. "Sun- 
ning mates? You^re enigmatical! " she cried. 

"I should have said are in diametrical opposition^'* 
said Bert in clumsy apology, this pedantry being only too 
obviously a sop to Cerberus. 

" You appear to improve in some matters,'^ commented 
Cythera, mollifiedly. ^*If it were not for this silliness^ 
I might yet, in time, make something of you.'* 

"Why not accept me as a husband, and do so?** cried 
Bert, eagerly grasping at this straw. 

" It is altogether out of the question,** replied Cythera 
decisively. "As a student of social science I know only 
too well that all husbands degenerate rapidly after the 
honeymoon.** 

"I would do anything you wanted — ^make any sacri- 
fice,** pleaded Bert in desperation. "I ask you not to 
blight all my prospects. Do give me a little hope. Put 
me on probation for a while. I know I am a big blunder- 
ing idiot, but I mean well. Give a poor devil a fighting 
show, won't you? Give me just a little hope — one kind 
word.** 

Tears were almost forced from Bert*s eyes in the excess 
of grieving emotion. 
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Cythera felt that she must end the embarrassing situa- 
tion at once. 

" Mr. Harkaway/^ she said coldly, " as this is my first 
proposal, I must say I am at least indebted to you for a 
new sensation. Upon analyzing my emotions, incidental 
to this rather momentous occasion, I cannot say, how- 
ever, that I feel at all any reciprocating sentiment. That, 
of course, leaves but one inevitable result. I will not 
adopt the hackneyed expedient of compromising by being 
a sister to you, but I would ask that you kindly consider 
this incident as never having occurred, and we can always 
be friends as of old.^' 

"No, thank you. Miss Castlemaine,*^ rejoined Bert 
firmly and doggedly. ^^No cold comfort for me. I am 
out for first place or nothing. We never can be friends; 
I am too far gone for that. Good heavens, C3rtheral 
havenH you a single cheering word for me. Do consider. 
Try to like me just a little.^ 

In a second, carried away by the anguished hopelessness 
of his case, he had plumped down on his knees before her. 
This course was prompted by a memory of certain melo- 
dramatic proposals he had seen over the footlights, and to 
his confused mind seemed the logical dernier ressort. 

He was pouring out a stumbling, fervid appeal when 
something in her eye brought him quickly to his feet. He 
would rather a thousand times have seen there the glitter 
of irrevocable determination, than the present mocking 
glimmer. He stood sheepishly silent, looking at her in 
sorry reproach. Cythera involuntarily laughed at this 
doleful picture of dejection. 

"Miss Castlemaine,'^ said Bert with a sudden air of 
offended dignity, " I would rather you had not laughed. 
You have broken my heart — ^broken it into as many pieces 
as that shattered Cupid on the floor.^^ 
• " Very well, since you choose to be epigrammatical,'^ re- 
plied Cythera, " I would say once and for all that it would 
be as impossible for me to love you as it would be for that 
piece of virtu to be returned to its original f orm.^^ 

She rang for the maid to remove the d6bri«, and as an 
intimation: that this interview was at an end. 
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*' Apropos of that brokeu Cupid/' said Bert, after an 
awkward silence, " sometimes strange things come to pass. 
Eemember Tannhauser's appeal to the Pope and that 
Pontiff's reply. Yet the Pontifical staff after all put forth 
fresh green leaves. You may be glad to receive my love 
yet.'' 

^^ Good-day, Mr. Harkaway," said Cythera shortly. 

'^ Good-bye, Miss Castlemaine," said Bert firmly. *^ I am 
sorry I have annoyed you; but I wish you had not laughed 
at me. It will make it easier for me to forget you, but 
harder to forgive." 

He walked out abruptly, and with a sad, silent dignity, 
Btrangely foreign to his usual blithe, boyish spirits. 

" I go out into the world, wretched even as Tannhauser/' 
he murmured bitterly; " only he returned to Venus, and I 
go to Bacchus." 

At the door he encountered a musical friend of 
Cythera's, one Siegfried Wagner Schnewind, a youthful 
celloifit with a " three-decker " name^ and a fishing-smack 
personality and talent. He was a meek, under-sized and 
pale-faced youth, with long unkempt hair and the regula- 
tion collar, liberally sprinkled with dandruff. 

In happy days of yore Bert had facetiously christened 
him k la Kipling, a ^^ Blooming Fuzzy Wuzzy with the 
'ayrick 'ead of 'air." !N"ow he brushed up roughly against 
the obnoxious musician, forcing him into the hat-rack. 
The German feebly protested: Bert scowled savagely at 
him.. 

" Damn you ! " he cried. " Damn "Wagner and every- 
body ! " Violently slamming the door he went out into 
the street, leaving all his hopes and good resolutions be- 
hind him. 

A brisk, headlong walk of a dozen blocks brought him 
quickly about to a normal state of mind and set his 
thoughts along a 'logical decision. Making a detour he 
brought up at the side door of the Castlemaine residence. 

A liberal tip speedily induced the housemaid to turn 
over the many fragments of the erstwhile smiling Cupid. 

^'Not a single piece missing," she assured him. And 
that knowing young person wae by no means \maware of 
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the sentiment ettaohed to tlhe apparently worthless rub- 
bish. 

In fact, all servants' hall knew the unfortunate result of 
the second of the afternoon's proposals which had 
furnished them pabulum for interminable gossip. 

Bert, once in possession of the scattered remnants of the) 
god of love, felt a great deal lighter in spirits. Somehow 
or other he could scarcely explain why, — ^he felt that on it, 
to a degree, depended his luck. At all odds time would 
tell. 

'* Yes," the china expert on the Strand assured him, " it 
would be quite possible to piece it together again, and as 
good as new — ^you will never see the cracks." 

Then he reeled off a long string of titled nobility whose 
patronage he enjoyed, with sundry and minute details, but 
Bert scarcely heard him. 

His next object now in view was to regain his bull ter- 
rier, " Tudds," whom, in the earlier stage of his amour, 
and in accordance with Cythera's wishes, he had disposed 
of to a friend. The parting at the time had been trying, 
and a most striking evidence of his infatuation. 

'^ Tudds " in sporting circles enjoyed the reputation of 
a well-known and redoubtable fighter — the champion of 
his class. The secret of his prowess mainly lay in the 
peculiarly baleful and savagely withering glare of his left 
eye. In a particularly closely contested fight he had once 
lost that orb, and after a long trip about the town, the 
only substitute which could be obtained was in the shape 
of an odd tiger's eye picked up in a taxidermist's. It fit 
*' Tudds " very neatly, and happened to take the place of 
the eye surrounded by a large black patch, which now 
served as a background, vividly accentuating the ominous 
brilliancy of the glassy optic. 

It gave the animal an e3?tremely forbidding appearance, 
and even when led in leash through the streets every dog, 
small and large alike, after one glance at that baleful eye, 
sheered off into the middle of the street, and maintained 
an extremely respectful neutrality as long as "Tudds" 
was in view. 

It had taken the heart out of man;^ a sturdy adversary] 
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in the ring, and " Tudds ^^ rightly enjoyed the cognomen 
of the ^^ Invincible/^ It was generally conceded in sport- 
ing circles that " Tudds " gave his opponents the evil eye, 
and that it was a sheer waste of money putting anything 
short of a badger against him. True, he had been licked 
once, but on thsit memorable occasion the glass eye had ac- 
cidentally rolled out, whereupon the almost cowed *^ Belfast 
Terrier ^^ had sailed in and well-nigh chewed the ^^In- 
vincible '^ into tatters. 

Bert had often facetiously remarked that ^' Tudds' '* best 
point was as a watch-dog, inasmuch as he always slept with 
one eye open. 

The meeting now between master and brute was truly 
affecting. *^Tudds,^^ on being produced, made a flying 
leap for his master, and greeted him with every evidence 
of canine joy. He leaped and barked in a perfect paroxysm 
of affection. Bert, in turn, was deeply touched, and hugged 
the ecstatic brute in his arms. " Tudds " all the while 
licking his master's face vigorously with nearly a foot of 
scarlet, rasping tongue. 

^^ There's somebody that loves me,'' thought Bert. " It^s 
you and I again, old fellow. How could I ever have parted 
with you, and for a woman at that — ^never again, old pal." 

^^ Tudds" winked his good eye slowly and knowingly, 
and barked hysterically. 

" Damn me ! " cried Bert, ^^ but you're the right sort. 
Through thick and thin we're pals again." 

Bert found no difficulty in buying back at a slight ad- 
vance his faithful companion. Then he sat down, and 
though it was a herd task, told his friend the whole story. 

That young gentleman — a sporting journalist — ^was of 
a peculiarly optimistic disposition, one of those cheerful 
souls who would sit hungry and cold in a bleak garret and 
blithely sing, ^^ Oh, thou sublime, sweet evening star," to a 
tu'penny tallow dip. 

He took a highly superior and cheerful view of the whole 
affair. ^^ It doesn't amount to anything, old man," he said 
•with an overwhelming amount of conviction. ^^A chap 
soon gets over affairs of the heart. I remember a love 
of my youth, I used to write yards of sonnets to her raven 
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(BjebrowB tuitil I found out she put them on with the 
charred end of a match. Did that bother me ? ^Tot a 
bit. You must become accustomed to the shortcomings of 
the sex; lihey are only a snare and a delusion. I am now 
in my eleventh affair of the heart; I fear my thirteenth 
will be my last and fatal in the respect that I might marry 
her. 

" Now just consider Jack Lightbod/s case last week. 
He was as badly gone as you — ^indeed, far worse, for he 
couldn't eat, and you were never troubled that way. "Now 
Jack was rejected at four — ^no, it was five, for an astrolo- 
gist told him that would be his lucky hour, and it was — 
and when I run across him at six, he was in a pitiful state 
of mental abjection, and quite undecided between suicide 
and driiJdng himself to death — ^as if there were any 
choice! 

*^ Well, I took his hand. ^ My boy, I said, * men have 
died and worms have eaten them, but not for love.' That 
was a good starter — sounded sort of philosophical, you 
know. Then I persuaded him to take a B. & S., and at 
dinner to put away a pint of Burgundy. Things improved 
vastly with the after-dinner masculine mollifiers, of cof- 
fee, cognac, and cigarettes — ^that soothing trinity, which 
from the ills of life affords us mortals a charming sur- 
cease. Somebody or other once knighted a loin of beef; 
I, prithee methinks, and also by my halidans, would feign 
dub these mollifiers a trio of Sir C.'s. 

" There's a good pun there somewhere; when I get time 
ni work it out for Punch, Well, to resume, actually this 
love-lorn beggar now began to smile in a sickly apologetic 
sort of way, and blow me, if he didn't begin to take a 
strong interest in a pretty girl a few tables away, to the 
evident uneasiness of her escort. 

*^ After we had looked on the pousse cafe when it was 
prismatic, my world-weary swain began to perk up a whole 
lot, and soon felt his oats. The alcoholic exhilaration in- 
spired by that tri-colored topper-off seemed to materialize 
m a tangible mental form, and to literally beam across the 
leaden atmosphere of his morbid mind, like a bright rain- 
^w of hope, 0eel that sentiment is almost too goo4 



82 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHV. 

for just plain talk ; FU Have to save it for ' copy/ Well, 
to eontinue^ this inward promise was speedily realized in 
the outward sunshine of his old-time smile, and of a sud- 
den, with an assumedly careless manner, he asked: — 

" ^ Oh, I say, old boy, what^s good in the line of a show, 
anyhow?^ Then I knew I had him. We hied ourselves 
to a comic opera, in which there was an Amazon march. 
You know the sort of thing. There is the thin girl with 
the spear, which puzzles you as to which is which, and the 
fat matronly creature with a banner, who waddles com- 
placently down to the footlights and ogles the boxes with 
a fatuous smile. It did him a world of good — ^'pon my 
word, after the first act, he actually led the way to the 
bar. And lo and behold! after the second he actually 
sent a note behind the scenes to a stunning creature with 
real golden hair, and diamonds in her teeth; and let me 
tell you we had a great supper. 

'^Yes, my boy, worms have died, and men have eaten 
them, but not — ^pshaw! Fm getting rattled; you^d think 
I was delivering an essay on Camembert Cheese.^^ 

And so he rattled on a full half -hour. ^' You mean well, 
old man,'^ said Bert quietly at the conclusion, " but miners 
a different case.^' 

Then he and ^^Tudds^' went out, the terrier plunging on 
ahead and pulling on his leash with four-horse power, 
while every other dog in sight conceded cheerfully the 
right of way. 

In anticipation, it might be said, that Bert was very 
much in evidence that night at the Cri' -and Pav,* and 
paid a very fair attention to all that was going on in the 
way of beverages. 

^^STo use talking, boys,^^ said one "tuff,^^ ^^Harkaway 
is back to his old form again — ^I guess that affair is off.*' 

But ofttimes appearances are deceiving. In the same 
spirit of anticipation, it could also be noted that next 
day a rejuvenated Cupid was placed on the mantel of 
Bert's den, occupying the place of honor besides a ghastly 
skull, utilized for a tobacco box, and a replica statuette 
.of De Merode as ^' The Dancer.'' 

♦ ♦ ♦ * % ' Ml M 
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Professor Castlemaine, forgetting altogether the some- 
what stirring incidents of the afternoon, and lost to all 
irrelevant fancies, worked steadily on his thesis, until 
the half -hour dinner-bell recalled his appointment with his 
two friends. Not without a sigh of regret he set aside 
his unfinished task. On his way upstairs he looked into 
the drawing-room, and found Dr. Archbell and De Castro 
in evening dress, and as became the hour of recreation, 
lightly chatting over the dramatic and fashionable gossip 
of the day. At Dolly's room he stopped, but found there 
only the maid, who sometimes helped her in her toilet. 

" No/^ that functionary replied to his question, " Miss 
Dorothy has not come in as yet.'' 

"Strange that she should be late," murmured the 
father, and without a further thought. When he rejoined 
the group in the drawing-room in half an hour, he found 
that she was still absent, and all hands conjecturing as to 
the delay. 

Cythera now joined the gentlemen, and she and De Cas- 
tro drifted into a discussion of Suderman, while the sa- 
vants were busily engaged in the pleasant before dinner 
topic of cancer microbes. Suddenly all were startled by 
a sharp ringing of the door bell — a sound which carried 
with it a striking significance. Even the prosaic incident 
of this tinkling, daily demand is resolved by habit of ob- 
servation into its several different distinctions. This ring 
now was not the leisurely pull of a casual visitor, nor yet 
the placid ring of an inhabitant, but rather the quick, 
nervous and spasmodic action of a bringer of ill tidings, 
which startled them all. Each at once felt a premonition 
inspired by it, and more especially the physician, who was 
accud;omed to just such hurried rings between night and 
mom. The maid's face, as she hurriedly entered the room, 
verified all their forebodings. 

" Oh ! " she gasped. " Poor Miss Dorothy ! " 

*^ An accident?" tremulously queried all three together. 

Doctor Archbell, accustomed to quickly getting to the 
bottom of things, grasped the frightened girl by the shoul- 
der. 

** What is the exact trouble? " he sharply asked* 
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^^ Oh, it's dreadful ! '^ stammered out the bewildered 
maid. "They're taking her out of a carriage, and she's 
all covered with blood." 

Thereupon she speedily started to sniffling vigorously, 
with an apron to her eyes. 

All were quickly in the hall, and in answer to Dr. Arch- 
bell's rapid orders, the inert figure of poor unconscious 
Dolly was quickly carried to her room. 

The attendant physician, a middle-aged practitioner, 
who had been hastily summoned at the time of the acci- 
dent, stepped forward. Instantly recognizing this eminent 
and fashionable confrere, so far above his humble station, 
he bowed low with a mingled air of awe and respect. " A 
very severe hemorrhage," he explained, " superinduced by 
over-exertion, incident to a bicycle lesson, and presumably 
owing to a probably unsuspected weakness of the lungs. 
I presume that my services are no longer required, in view 
of your presence, sir," he added, preparing to discreetly 
obliterate himself in the presence of this famous physician. 

"Not at all," replied Dr. Archbell, with that politely 
patronizing air which he knew how to assume so well. " I 
would be obliged for your assistance, if you will." 

If he would — of course he only too gladly would. The 
honor of being merely associated on a case with this gre9,t 
man was not to be overlooked. Dr. Archbell had diagnosed 
the contingency and formulated his procedure as soon as 
he had laid eyes on the patient. 

Turning to the rest, who stood still with the helpless air 
of laymen in an emergency, he particularly addressed the 
father. 

" This is a very serious matter," he said gravely. " Dolly 
has lost a great deal of blood and is in a very critical con- 
dition, but I shall pull her through." 

" I presume," he said to his confrere, " that you pursued 
the usual first treatment ? " 

"Yes, sir," replied the other. Hypodermic injectiona 
of brandy to maintain the heart action and general vital- 
ity." 

" Good ! " said the physician, " we will now take the next 
steps and inject warm salted water to distexid the arterie?. 
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: request/' he added, " tliat*every one leave the room 

you. Professor/' 

aera and the weeping maid at once went out. At 
►or they encountered the poor old mother who had 
iroused from her usual reclusive apathy by the un- 
fcumult below. She was attired in an incongruous — 
; theatrical — ^apparel, and with disheveled hair and 
d face presented an almost dramatic element in the 
y of the moment. For the time being it seemed that 
e of human interest had drawn her out of her de- 
interest in matters other than mundane. 
1, what has happened to the baby ? '' she cried over 
er again — Dolly was always the baby to her. 

knelt by the side of the prostrate form on the bed 
ressingly patted the limp cold hand, wailing and be- 
ig her daughter to speak. 

tly and tenderly Cythera led her, helpless and dazed, 
he room. 

:cely realizing the situation, she would have been 
hindrance. WaiUng and crooning she was seated in 
vn apartments and the door locked. There she sat 
id for the rest of the evening, her poor hair-brained 

jimibled by the sudden excitement, leading her to 
—the daughter forgotten — that she was again going 
ph the trying ordeal of that fateful day when her 
brother was brought- home dead. From a hiding- 
5he brought out the treasured blood-stained hunting 
nd cravat, and kissed and caressed those gruesome 
)f that unfortunate day. 

he room below they could hear her moans and lamen- 
i. " Oh, Harold, my heart is broken,'' she would 
*' Oh^ Harold, speak to me — ^your sifter ! You are 
nd bleeding, dear. Oh, the pity of it I So young 
rong." And so the bereft creature lived her life- 
tragedy over and over again. 

1 physicians were all the time busily working on 
)atient. The saline injection was quickly prepared 
ministered, with but a very slight effect. Dr. Arch- 
Loting the result, addressed the bewildered father 
and coldly, *' Subterfuge would be siljy and futile/' 
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he said. '' Our patient is^now in a very dangerous condi- 
tion and liable to die of exhaustion at any moment. 
There is only one resource left to save her, which must be 
done speedily, as she has suffered an excessive loss of blood 
— and that is the immediate transfusion of blood from a 
strong and vigorous person. 

" Myself and my assistant are out of the question, as the 
operation will require all our efforts; you are too old, and 
Cythera will not do, as the infufiing medium must be fresh, 
invigorating fluid, from the veins of a robust and perfectly 
well person. Therefore, I would suggest Senor De Castro. 
He will, I feel sure, readily lend his aid in this worthy 
cause.'^ 

The Professor was somewhat bewildered by the sudden- 
ness and ^rangeness of it all. '^ Of course,^^ he stammered 
hesitatingly. " It would be fitter, in view of their engage- 
ment, if Eric Singleton were here.^^ 

*^ Undoubtedly, it would,'' commented Dr. Archbell 
dryly, " but we are not dealing now with possibilities — and 
he is absent. We must take the first opportunity offered." 

*' We might telegraph him,'' suggested the other. 

*^ Telegraph fiddlesticks ! " snapped the Doctor. " By 
the time he would be here I would have a dead patient on 
my hands. This is no time for mere sentiment," he added 
decisively, '^or for ulterior considerations of any kind. 
There is but one thing to do, and that is to utilize every 
means to save a life. I consider De Castro a splendid sub- 
ject." 

^^Do, then, everything you can," assented the fattier. 
** The fir^ consideration is her life." 

Seeking De Castro, who was wildly pacing the hall in an 
agony of suspense. Dr. Archbell quickly outlined the 
situation and 'his proposition. 

" We are compelled to fall back upon you," explained 
the physician, *^ in the absence of her fiance." 

'' I am at your service in any or all ways," the diplomat 
at once assented. " But her fiance," he added wonderingly. 
'' Then I have been '' 

^^ Only from this afternoon," explained the father. *^I 
J^ew nothing until you had gone. You would not; I 
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trust/' he continued pleadingly, ^' allow a matter of per- 
sonal feeling to stand in the way of a life ? ** 

De Castro flushed, and drew himself up proudly. 

^^ Before heaven, no ! ^^ he cried. " You mistake my 
emotion. I would give every drop of blood in my veins for 
her life — I woudd give my heart's blood to the last drop.'' 

" Spoken like a man ! " exclaimed Dr. Archbell. " But 
you need not part with the last drop, a portion will do." 

De Castro entered the bed-room where Dolly lay 
softly and reverently as a monk might approach the shrine 
of his Madonna. She lay inert — a pitiful little figure — 
with the rigi'd immobility of some sculptured figure of 
marble resting on a sarcophagus. It was so near like death 
that De Castro shuddered to think that it might be. One 
bare arm, lividly pricked by the hypodermic syringe, hung 
over the side of the bed; the other curved over the pallid 
death-like face, encircled with its tumbled mass of golden 
curls. Tears came into the Spaniard's eyes — ^man of the 
world that he was, they had not known them since child- 
hood. 

In a few minutes and under the influence of the injec- 
tions of brandy Dolly now came out of the stupor into 
which the exhaustion had thrown her, and for the moment 
was faintly delirious. The eyelids fluttered faintly, and 
one hand grasped convulsively at the sheets. "Eric, my 
love ! " she murmured faintly. " Come to me — ^it is so 
dark — ^and I am alone — I have been hurt and you are not 
with me — ^why don't you come ^" 

Every word was like a dagger thrust into the heart of 
De Castro. 

Then faintly, and with great effort, she sang, in a happy 
reminiscence of the tortured brain — 

*^ Though — ^the heart — ^be weary. 
Sad the — day — and long. 
Still — ^to us — ^at — ^twilight. 
Comes — Clove's — old — ^" 

With a sudden faintness she fell back heavily on the 

(iUow. 
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'^ Quick/' cried Dr. Arehbell excitedly, his lumd on Her 
pulse. ^^ Another injection 1 " 

Then he addressed the Spaniard imperatively. '^ Senor, 
strip to your bare arms, and at once.'' 



The last transfusion took place at a quarter to eleven. 
Immediately after, Dolly's pulse went up to a little below 
normal, and a faint tinge of color crept into the waxen, 
white cheeks and pallid lips. 

De Castro, in his shirt sleeves, and with one arm ban- 
daged up tightly, alternately paced up and down the 
drawing-room below, and stared out into the silent streets. 
His mind was in a turmoil of conflicting emotions, of 
which an agonizing suspense held predominance. At mid- 
night Doctor Arehbell entered. His ordinarily cold fea- 
tures were softened by a beam of satisfaction, if not a 
justifiable professional pride. 

"It's a success!" he exclaimed, taking the Spaniard by 
the hand. " The crisis is past — she is saved and all thanks 
to you, my noble friend. To your timely aid and kindness 
she owes her life." 

"Eather to your science," replied De Castro deprecat- 
ingly, as he bowed low. The physician's words filled him 
with a sudden and bewildering joy and hope. His blood 
had saved her life! She, the woman whom he loved above 
all others. It looked like Fate! If she belonged to any- 
body, was it not him ? 

" Well, let us divide the honors," said Doctor Arehbell 
laughingly. For the next half-hour De Castro was over- 
whelmed with the thanks of the household. As he walked 
home in the brisk night air, while his head was light and 
his limbs weak from his voluntary loss of blood, still he 
felt a mentar exhilaration that transcended these physical 
results of his ordeal. 

A roystering reveler, proceeding on his uncertain home- 
ward way, knocked roughly against his bandaged arm, but 
he neither noticed the action nor felt the ache. In his 
feverish excitement he unconsciously spoke aloud. ''I 



TRANSFUSION OF BLOOD. 80 

have given Her my heart's blood and life; $He shall give 
me her heart and love. A fair exchange is no robbery." 

He laughed aloud in his glee, the echoes ringing along 
the deserted streets. ^^ She shall be mine yet — ^fianc6 or 
no fiance. Even if he were her husband, he cannot — ^no, 
he shall not — ^stand in my way, and I can play a waiting 
game. She shall — she must be mine ! It is the invincible 
and irrevocable decree of Fate.'' 

Two belated clubmen, curiously startled by his mutter- 
ings, looked after him. 

'* Did you hear that ? " said the one. " It sounded like 
the ravings of a madman." 

^* Nonsense ! " cried the other, ^^ simply some Drury 
Lane melodramatic villain conning over the lines of a 
new part." They both laughed and went their way. 

Mayhaps they were justified in their observations, for 
the place is London, and the time, the nineteenth century. 

*^Yet truth is ofttimes stranger than ^" but why fall 

back upon a hackneyed saw, when one knows only too 
well that fiction has never yet risen to the extravagant 
heights of some strange incidents of daily life. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

SOME STBANOE DOINGS. 

A MONTH quickly passed. This- is a period devoid of 
toy matters of special import, save perhaps the subtle un- 
known working of nature. However, of this there is ^o 
epecial present concern. 

The night of the transfusion, De Castro, feeling far 
from sleep, had spent until daylight in a corner of the 
emoking-room of his club. There he consumed cigarette 
after cigarette, deeply pre-occupied and altogether obliv- 
ious to the chatter and confusion about him. 

This^ ordinarily, under such circumstances, was alto- 
gether foreign to his gay nature, for, true son of the Latin 
race, he dearly loved the excitement of club gossip, es- 
pecially when, as it does in certain club circles, trend 
interestingly on state secrets. 

By morn he saw his way fully clear to an end. After 
a hasty breakfast he was around to the Castlemaine door 
AS early as the conventionalities would allow. His re- 
ception was gratefully and affectionately effusive, and the 
•word from the sick-room decidedly encouraging. Not a 
single day then passed without this regular feolicitous call, 
and the leaving of a fragrant cluster of deep red roses. 

When Dolly first began to have a little knowledge of 
the doings about her, she especially noted these charming 
and constantly recurring evidences of his interest. 

^^ Always red roses,*^ she murmured. ^^ Always red 
roses. Curious what a kind interest the Senor ilianifests ; 
yet how more curious it is that his interest is not alto- 
gether unreciprocated.'^ 

This she one day candidly admitted to herself, and then 
fell into a doze. It may have been but a curious chance, 
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br again but the natural tendency bom of her thoughts, 
that her dreams were of Spain. 

She had never before isiken any special interest in that 
country, and above all, its countrymen. But it was not 
so very curious for all that, if she had but known. Let- 
ters had come almost every day from the anxious and al- 
most distracted Eric. He, on his part, 'had suffered in a 
veritable purgatory of suspense, tied down, as he was, in 
a far-off country, while she, his promised wife, was pass- 
ing through the ordeal of her illness. 

His first impulse had been to drop the whole business 
and return at once to England. For a while he was per- 
fectly distracted between loyalty to his friend and anxiety 
for his fianc6e. However, all advices from home strongly 
advised him to stay it out, as the crisis was soon passed, 
and in but a short time Dolly herself dictated a few words 
urging him to stand to his promise. 

" Eemember,^' she had concluded, ^^ the one who is the 
sweetest, dearest girl in the world to your friend. For her 
sake — ^^for one touch of nature makes the whole world 
kin* — do your duty.^' 

And so it was not until the middle of Holy Week that 
Eric arrived back. He had completed the contract, so 
assuring his friend^s financial standing, who now, fully 
recovered, was to be married on the coming Easter Mon- 
day. This had been the date Eric had set for his own 
nuptials, but by reason of the unexpected accident, it was 
necessarily postponed for a couple of months. From now 
ensued a passage of time, eventful only in details, some 
petty enough, but all significantly pregnant in their bear- 
ing on all concerned. 

Easter Sunday was the first day Dolly was able to sit up 
and be about. Early in the morning two packages of 
flowers were delivered for her. Both were, oddly enough, 
roses — ^white from Eric and the usual red from Senor de 
Castre. 

" Whidi shall I place on your table ? ^* asked the maid. 

*'0h> the red ones, to be sure,^' replied Dolly. She 
spoke without a moment's hesitation, and as if it were a 
foregone condu^on. And so the red roses were given tho 
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place of honor. As she bent over inhaling their delicionfl 
fragrance she idly, and apparently without a thought, care- 
lessly murmured tiiie words of the old song: 

*^ The red rose is a falcon. 
And the white rose is a dove. 
The red rose is for passion. 
And the white rose is for love.'' 

And the choice and the sentiment she so lightly 
breathed, strangely symbolical with the portentous im- 
port of trifles in this world, were thoroughly consistent 
with a change that was slowly but surely tiaking place in 
her temperament. 

It was no mistake but that she did seem to be changed 
in a great many ways. When she was able once more to 
go about all her intimate companions quickly noted the 
difference in her, which was not so readily apparent to her 
own family circle. One often notices the least those whom 
we are in most intimate contact with. 

Her friends — especially of her own sex — were quickly 
aware of an evidenced tendency on her part to the bizarre 
in dress and colors. She exhibited a peculiar fondness (for 
a well-bred and conservative young English girl) towarf a 
fetching but slightly flamboyant bit of color here and 
there, especially inclining to the brilliancy of orange and 
scarlet. 

The traveller in Southern .climes is at once rather forci- 
bly struck with the prevalence of this taste among the 
women of Latin race. She further maintained a most 
strange inclination for the beautiful sensuous services of 
the church of Eome, and very frequently shirked the rather 
cut-and-dried conventional function of her own faith for 
the services of the other. Her charity fads she had aban- 
doned to the extent that she no longer took a personal in- 
terest in such matters, but instead contributed a regular 
allowance, without caring how or whether it was used. Her 
speech at times, it might also be said, partook somewhat 
of the same strangeness so evidenced in her dress. 

Eric »11 this time was unremitting in 'his attentions and 
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all tHat one might desire in a fiance. The Spaniard, on his 
part, was sedulously but withal idisereetly effusive in his 
friendship. 

The week after Easter, a spring season of opera was 
given at the Covent Garden. This was an entertainment 
Dally was very fond of to a degree. 

That is, she was not altogether catholic in her tastes, 
fin-ding between the lightness of the Italian school and the 
heaviness of the German, a happy medium in the semi- 
seriousness of the French, as evidenced by Gounod — 'her 
favorites, hitheri;o, being only ^^ Faust ^' and its delicate 
sound-shadow, ^^ Eomeo and Juliet.*' 

One afternoon, during the course of his regular call, 
De Castro stated that the Legation box had been placed 
at his service. He added he would be only too happy 
if Dolly would organize a pari:y. The opera of the evening 
was to be " Carmen.'* This masterpiece of Bizet Dolly 
had never seen. Even ihe fact that the musical setting 
was infinitely charming in its delicacy of local color could 
not reconcile her to casting the glamour of romance about 
what she had termed a coarse, passionate gypsy, who was 
not above stealing a watch. But now she felt slightly dif- 
ferent about the matter and accepted the idea enthusiasti- 
cally. 

Eric was unable to go on account of some previous en- 
gagement at a meeting of a settlement colony or some suoh 
affair. Cythera refused point blank to attend any score 
not written by her favorite Wagner, she regarding Bizet as 
altogether beneath her serious attention. So the two were 
thus attended only by the Professor, who, nevertheless, 
went very muoh against his will, sitting silent and pre- 
occupied the entire evening at the back ot the box. 

The prima donna in the title r61e was the divine, the 
bewitching and ever delightful Calve, incomparable and 
gem-like in her brilliant and ever shifting play of wit and 
emotion. The Jose was a popular tenor, and stimulated by 
the aid of her able companion Calve fairly rose to au acme 
of genius. 

Dolly was exceedingly and enthusiastically surprised by 
this reyelation. After her illness and confinement all he; 
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senses were acutely sensitive, and the magnificent melody 
permeated and stimulated her mentality as pleasantly as 
the gorgeous unstinted sun of Spain does th^ body con- 
gealed by the northern winter. Her eye was dazzled by the 
wealth of color and movement, and her emotions absorbed 
in the romantic story. She remained literally spell- 
bound through this evening of enchantment. When the 
curtain fell on the tragical finale Dolly roused herseK with 
a sigh an'd turned enthusiastically to the attache. 

^^ Senor," she said, ^^ I have suddenly taJ^en a fancy to 
see your country. It must be all sunshine, melody and 



romance.^^ 



*^ Maybe you shall some day,^* he replied with a faint 
shade of meaning. 

" Oh, I must," exclaimed Dolly. ^^ Bizet's music charm- 
ingly refiects the national character; it is all light and 
gayety.'' 

As De Castro helped' her on with her opera cloak he 
lingered much longer than was absolutely necessary, f east* 
ing greedy eyes on the marble whiteness of her exquisite 
shoulders, rounded arms and virgin bosom. 

He was, above all, struck by the new radiance of the 
childish face which now fairly dazzled him. The music 
seemed to have stimulated her like a deep draught of wine. 
Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes sparkled brilliantly, 
while she spoke with an unusual nervous vivacity. 

She had responded to the influence of these new, strange 
master melodies with the fullest capacity of her sensitive 
temperament, and every fibre of her being still vibrated 
with the ecstatic — almost erotic — ^influence of it. In ar- 
ranging the opera cloak about her De Castro's hand: acci- 
dently touched her bare shoulder. The feel of his warm 
fle^h on the bare skin gave her an intense pleasurable thrill 
that startled her strangely. The walk was crowded with a 
busy, bustling throng, and to keep her feet she was forced 
to fairly cling to her escort. With the hypnotic influence 
of the music still thrilling her she fancied for the moment, 
and but vaguely, that she would that the embrace might 
last forever. But withal still no true perception of what 
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it all meant dtruds her. She was yet a stranger to pas- 
sion. 

Dolly prattled merrily all the way home in the carriage 
ahont this newly-adopted heroine of hers. 

" So you have given your old favorites, poor Juliet and 
Marguerite, their congiy^ said the Professor in a moment- 
tary lull. 

^'I fear that I have,'^ she replied. "Carmen dies so 
tragically; Marguerite died repentant and Juliet sadly. 
Yet I once thought these ends so poetical. Do you know, 
I should rather be killed instantly than die in bed.^' 

The Professor might have though this a peculiar senti- 
ment in a young girl, but in matters outside of his science 
he rarely went below the superficial meaning of words. 

From that night Dolly was fairly " Carmen " mad. She 
and Cythera disputed in many heated arguments over the 
piano, and Bizet was more often seen on the rack than 
Wagner. She took an especial fancy to the " Ah Love '* 
aria of the first act and sang it all day long. De Castro 
furnished her with the Spanish translation of the French 
words of the libretto which she acquired very readily. 

And day by day a marked difference grew in her tastes 
and temperament. Eric was not altogether, and with a 
tinge of uneasiness, unconscious of this change in her. 
" Dolly,^^ he remarked one afternoon, " I never hear you 
sing ' Love's Old Sweet Song ' any more.'' 

" Ah ! " she answered ofEhand, " I have a new and more 
delightful song now." 

She sang lightly and vivaciously: 

'^ Amor ! Amor ! Amor 1 Amor ! 
Pues el amor es el senor de todo. 

Y nunca usara los grilles de la fria ley. 
Si no me amas, yo te amo, 

Y si yo te amo, ten cuidado ! " ♦ 

* Ah, love ! Ah, love ! Ah, love ! Ah, love t 
For love he is the lord of all. 
But ne'er laws icy fetters will he wear, 
If thou me lovest not, I love thee. 
And if I love thee, now beware I 
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and finished off with the rippling repetition of the last 
lines. 

Eric oflfered no criticism, but he felt that there was a 
great difference between the two sentiments. The one was 
full of tenderness and love idealized; this savored more of 
passion — ^it was love carnalized. The one was the spirit, 
the other the flesh. He noticed at the same time that even 
her voice was changed. Where before it had been what is 
technically known as a " white soprano,^^ infinitely charm- 
ing in a silvery sweetness of crystalline clarity, it now 
possessed a rich crimson velvety voluptuousness of tone 
color, w^hich seemed to vibrate with the passionate abandon 
of the words she sang, and bore some external evidence 
in its volume and vibration of an inward wealth of erotic 
vitality hitherto foreign to her. 

Her singing voice had certainly changed as radically as 
a young girFs ordinary voice is transformed with the at* 
tainment of puberty. 

This change had not altogether escaped Doctor Arch- 
beirs attention. He had first noticed it carelessly, then 
curiously, and at last with a certain tentative meditation. 
While it vaguely, and to a degree, recalled an experience 
of his own, yet he did not by any means place any definite 
semblance -l^etween the two. One evening, after a particu- 
larly severe and critical operation, he had literally 
dropped, very tired, into a rear seat at Covent Garden, 
looking toward a few hours' mental relaxation. Hia 
nerves were still pitched to a high tension by the recent 
ordeal, and all his senses were keenly supersensitive. The 
opera was " Lohengrin; '^ Eames was the Elsa, and one 
Olitzka — ^a magnificent mezzo-soprano — was Ortrud, "the 
woman unblest.'^ Sitting in the semi-darkness incidental 
to the long duet between these two in the opening of the 
second' act, he suddenly became possessed of what seemed 
to him a strange delusion. To his highly strung percep- 
tions the two voices seemed to take on the aspect of colors; 
the one, Elsa's — ^pregnant with innocent, womanly ten- 
derness — ^was a pure ravishing white; the other, of Or- 
trud's — significant with revengeful passion — seemed a rich 
brilliant red. It appealed as it each artist^ reali^g fuUyv 
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and creating for the time being, the implied characteris- 
tics of the individual role, that this subtle soul-essence, 
passing out to. their auditors by sound vibrations, had in 
its passage potentially permeated and tinged its medium 
of expression. He heard them distinctly as voices, yet 
above all was vividly impressed by them in the form of 
color streams, and with that inexplicable and marked dif- 
ference between the two. 

He was vastly impressed how strongly the two con- 
trasting voices, surging out into the darkened auditorium, 
in alternate distinct solo and intermingling duets — sweet 
and bitter and bitter-sweet — symbolically expressed the 
influences of good and evil. Even in the mingled duets 
they retained this distinctive property, as might oil and 
water in the same vessel. At the time, he had attempted 
to discard this impressionistic delusion, but in vain. He 
had first ascribed it to a auro-visual chimera, bom of the 
faint glimpses of the two singers' costumes, which were 
red and white respectively, and even agreed with Tolstoi 
that Wagner's music, when all conditions are favorable, 
viz.: overstrung nerves and darkness, exerted its power 
by hypnotizing its auditors. Yet it was a singular and 
inexplicable impression that clung to him for many a day, 
and now as he reflected over Dolly's case, the vocal con* 
trast of the innocent woman and a "woman unblesf 
would come over him with the remembrance of his expe- 
rience, and the analogy would strike him forcibly. He 
could scarcely fit it, or see the slightest reason to do so, 
yet it would constantly recur to him. Clear-minded and 
practical physician that he was, he could not but resent 
this impression which savored so strongly of the occult, 
and so he finally ended all conjectures by dismissing the 
subject from his mind. And which was an easy enough 
way of disposing of a problem. 

Now this change between the two songs and the two 
voices of Dolly was no more marked than the unsuspected 
change going on in her nature. It was as if some new 
forces were welling up within her — some unknown latent 
powers commencing an inexplicable action. Day by day 
this transfounatiQH became more pronounced. Her na- ; 
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ture seemed to partake of a concentration ; her tempera- 
ment now^ and as bef ore^ contrasting as markedly and in 
the same degree as might the sweet, sensuous and cloying 
perfume of ottar of roses differ to the fresh, exquisite scent 
of a newly pluckod rose, still sprinkled with the dew dia- 
monds of early mom. 

De Castro all the time was unremitting in his atten- 
tions, particularly in those petty details of servitude in 
which women delight. Yet he was in all matters scrupu- 
lously diplomatic, carefully avoiding any extreme which 
might be criticised on the part of one man's attentions 
to another's fianc6e. 

One day they were together and alone for a full hour in 
the drawing-room. A trifling incident occurred in which 
the suave attadh^ evidenced an altogether charming 
finesse of gallantry. To the critical on-looker it might 
have seemed exaggerated, but with women it would appear 
that no excess of flattery can approach bounds which they 
will not willingly, nay greedily, accept. 

For a full few minutes De Castro had regarded her in- 
tently, but in silence. *^Why this abstraction?'' asked 
Dolly carelessly. De Castro roused himself as from a 
deep reverie. ^^Your Euskin has said," he replied ear- 
nestly, "that one should every day look at a beautiful 
picture or hear beautiful music or read a beautiful poem. 
How strange that he should have omitted the most poten- 
tial and transcendent influence of them all, and one which 
embodies all three in an altogether charming and wholly 
edifying unity — ^the contemplation of a beautiful woman.'* 

His direct inference was unmistakably pointed, and as 
quickly appreciated. Dolly, in playful reproof, lightly 
tapped him with her fan, but withal flushed with the 
blushing token of how well the shaft had struck full fair 
to its target. 

"Frankly, Senor," she said, "while Eric has all the 
qualities of a good husband, I must say you possess all 
those of a perfect lover. I would prefer him for life in the 
former capacity, but you in the latter." 

The words were lightly said, and gayly, almost thought- 
lessly^ but De CastrO; trained in the wilea of the worldly 
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y/riae, perceived in all its striking significance the deeper 
and innocently implied meaning, and stored them well in 
his memory. And Dolly, on her part, had unconsciously 
voiced a sentiment, born of a latent, subtle force, of which, 
as yet, she had but a tentative, unknown prescience. 

As the one sister improved rapidly in health, the other 
failed. Cythera, sadly run down through an excessive at- 
tention to close study, was threatened with what Doctor 
Archbell diagnosed as likely to prove a severe pulmonary 
trouble. After his examination of her, he had sought the 
father, and spoken very frankly, .^olly, in an obscure 
comer, was all the time an unseen and interested listener 
of it all. 

" She is badly run down,'^ said the physician in con- 
clusion, "and entirely through her devotion to study. 
It is all infernal rot for a woman to tie herself to those 
interests which are only suited to the stronger frame and 
mentality of man. She is fairly steeped in the morbidity 
of literature, from Plato to Schopenhauer. A queer state 
of affairs for a young girl. She must give it all up, and 
adopt a more rational interest in life, or I cannot answer 
for the consequences. An adherence to her present course 
simply means consumption, and she is well on the road to 
it now, as it stands. She should get married, for the 
miracle of motherhood in itself works a miracle/* 

*' I fear,^' replied the father shaking his head, dubiously, 
" that Cythera will never marry. She holds too pronounced 
ideas on the subject.'* 

*' Well, they must have a radical change, and very soon, 
too,'* answered Dr. Archbell shortly. The conversation 
gave Dolly quite a little food for thought, and a hope for 
Sie unlucky Bert. "What a pity," she thought, "that 
two people should be unhappy because of the unreasoning 
obstinacy of one.** 

She made up her mind to take the case in her hands, 
and die soon had an opportunity — unfortunate enough — 
to do so. It was decided for the physical welfare of the two 
sisters to take a cottage at Cowes for a couple of months. 
So bag and baggage the whole establishment was shifted 
to Ibe Isle of Wight^ where a pretty and unpretentioxv^ 
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cottage had been secured. Eric and De Castro proved 
equally regular in their visits, and life went very pleasantly 
in the variety of outdoor amusements provided in thi 
charming resort. 

While Dolly very steadily improved Cythera ^ill showed 
every sign of succumbing to the threatened and deadly lung 
trouble. And it was here one afternoon that an accident 
occurred that changed formidably the course of one sister's 
life. And yet, good oft comes out of evil. 

The Professor had run up to town on some necessary 
business leaving the two sisters alone. Dolly, feeling 
desperately bored, had solaced her ennui with severed 
ponies of brandy — a habit she had acquired in secret. This 
knowledge of the several properties, cheering Mid other- 
wise, of brandy, was another phrase of her new tempera- 
ment. One day in town, while out bicycling with the 
ubiquitous attach^ as escort, she had suffered a mishap, 
spraining her ankle. This brought on a fainting spell, 
which De Castro promptly counteracted by a dose of 
brandy, administered from a pocket flask. The second 
dose was by Doll/s own suggestion, and did a consider- 
able more than merely restore her normal spirits. In feet, 
the ensuing tete-a-tete on a convenient grassy knoll, did 
more harm to Eric Singleton's welfare than any other pos- 
sible contingency. Once experiencing the exhilarating 
effects it now became a secret habit — ^that is, secret to her 
own household. With De Castro, she frankly admitted 
her predilection, because, as she ingenuously explained, 
fihe liked the sensation; and he, on his part, did not make 
any special efforts — ^in fact, none at all — ^to reason her out 
of it. 

Dolly had scarcely parted with an overgushing visitor 
at the gate when a familiar form strolled slowly up the 
road. And, sure enough, it was Bert Harkaway. 

*^ Heard you were down here," he explained, after an 
exuberant greeting, " and could not resist the temptation 
to drop in en passant to see you.^' He spoke just a little 
Wt thickly. 

^^ You are the very one, above all, I should wish to see,'' 
pried Dolly, *' Wb^t are the latest scandal ^d 4pI^s of 
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the town ? '* She fluttered about^ and quickly had a 
brandy and soda mixed. They chatted for a full hour about 
the doings of London town, Beif s speech all the while 
growing thicker and thicker. 

Finally his stock of gossip being exhausted, Dolly ex- 
claimed with a merry laugh: " Dear boy, you are like a 
refreshing breeze from Piccadilly itself. Now, you are 
quite sure that nothing else but sociability brought you all 
the way down here ? '^ 

Bert flushed a trifle guiltily. "Well, seeing that 
Cythera is down here too, you had better own up, my boy, 
that she is the real attraction.^' 

" Well, we were always good friends, Dolly, you and I — 
but how is Cis anyhow ? '^ 

He asked the question with an air of clumsy careless- 
ness. 

" Not very well,'' replied Dolly, " and she has brought 
on a severe headache pondering over * Malthus on Popula- 
tion,' — ^a queer book for one so opposed to matrimony as 
«he has proved." 

*' And to my undoing," supplemented Bert. 

*'Ah, the wound still rankles," commented Dolly. 
** Well, she is now upstairs sleeping it and a heavy draught 
of brandy off." 

*' Brandy ! " cried Bert, more in the nature of an ex- 
clamation than a query. 

*' Yes, she had the headache all morning, so I prescribed 
the elexir for all human ills and troubles. Have a little 
more of the elixir." 

Bert took a stiff one. After sighing heavily once or 
twice and keenly consciou-s of Dolly's quizzical gaze, he 
said: "Do you know, I haven't seen her face since that 
afternoon when she ref — ^when she broke my heart." He 
looked as if he would blubber in a minute. " I watched 
for her at her usual haunts — ^glad to even catch a fleeting 
view, but never saw her." 

Dolly felt sorry for his genuinely sincere grief. " Would 
you like to see her just for a second ? " she asked. 

" I would indeed, if I may venture to ask." 

^ Well^ then, you can peep in at her. She is in a deep 



I": 
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stupor and won^t know the difiference. Follow, me on tip- \i 
toe/^ • j: 

A desire laudable enough in its purpose had materalized 
in DoUy^s brain. This desire, under the unnatural alcoholic 
stimulation of her brain took on a perverted form, un- 
paralleled mayhaps in its peculiar phrase of mortal t 
obliquity, but merely in logical consistency with her new ! 
view of ail things. And mayhaps her own finer, not to say f 
human and sisterly, feelings were blunted by the brandy, ^ 
considerable of which she had also taken during the course < 
of the afternoon. At all odds, she suddenly recalled the t 
conversation she had accidentally overheard between her & 
father and Dr. Archbe'll, in regard to Cythera^s health, [ 
and a strange idea stole into her head. Bert fallowed her ! 
upstairs softly and eagerly. The door of Cythera^s room : 
was slightly ajar, and sfhe lay on her bed breathing heavily 
in the stupor of one unaccustomed to strong drink. Bert 
tiptoed into the room and stood by her side. 

His breath grew short at this close proximity of the one ; 
he loved with all the strength of his otherwise sluggish na- 
ture. Of a sudden the door slammed behind him, and he 
heard the key turn in the lock, while Dolly's erie laughter 
sounded mockingly along the long hall. 



In another month they were back in town. Dolly had 
not only recovered fuHy her usual health but also ex- 
hibited a superabundance of animal spirits, not to speak of 
an occasional display of tantrums, foreign to her usual 
spirit. " Quite natural,^' Dr. Archbell assured the father, 
after a slight escapade that startled all, " only the exuber- 
ance of returning health. But at all odds, the sooner die 
is married ofiE the better, that is the great settling down 
factor for a woman." 

On his own part Eric was only too eager to have the 
ceremony at once. Dolly, on her part, strangely enough^ 
seemed to be just a trifle indifferent about the matter. 
While not at all as enthusiastic as one might wish one's 
promised bride to be, still she displayed no special aversion 
to it taking place rt once. She seemed to regard the sacred 
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ceremony as a spoiled child would a party. Simply an 
opportunity to wear different clothes and enjoy the excite- 
ment of the function." 

'^ Well, and so they were married.'^ It was the regula- 
tion aflfair, a great deal of excitement and much evidences 
and wishes of joy included with a few tears. 

Eric's offering had been pearls, while De Castro pre- 
sented a superb necklace of rubies. Dolly had decked her- 
self with the latter the very mom of 'her nuptials. 
] "They seem to bum me/' she had murmured with a 
] little shudder, " as even his passionate kisses might 
scarify my bosom.'' Traly a strange sentiment for an- 
other's bride. 

Her father gave her away, and the absorbed old savant, 
in spite of many rehearsals, made many a queer mistake. 
The mother was not present. She 'had made great pre- 
parations in the morning, but by noon she had forgotten 
all about it, and sat all afternoon crouching in a corner, 
crying over a blood-stained jacket, and occasionally feebly 
mumbling in her usual rambling fashion. 

In a snow shower of white rose petals — the frozen tears 
of winter in June — ^they drove away. After a week's 
shopping in Paris, they turned to Switzerland and I^orway 
|| and — but then the itinerary of one summer's honeymoon 
is pretty much like the other, and on the whole, more or 
less, reminiscent of a few pages from Bradshaw^s. As to 
any further details, they are sacred even to the pen of the 
modem feminine exploiter of problem novels. 

On their return they settled down in a little bijou es- 
tablishment not too expensive, and reasonably near the 
centre of fashionable environments. On the start they 
got along reasonably well. Of course, there were the 
usual little post-hone3rmoon tiffs, but Eric found it easy 
in his heart to forgive her various moods and defiances. 
To his fancy they savored more of a child-like perverse- 
ness rather than viciousness. But still, it was a begin- 
ning. 

As to De Castro, who called very often, Eric was in a 
predicament. A former suitor of one's wife is hardly a 
person that one, no matter what confidence is reposed iii 
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a wife, cares to have as a regular visitor. Yet he felt that 
he incidentally, and Dolly mainly, were under an obliga- 
tion to the attach^, for having been in a critical moment 
the means of preserving a wife for him and her life for 
her. De Castro, however, paid no particular attention to 
Mrs. Singleton, and resolutely, and by various excuses, 
declined several proffered invitations to dinner. But 
that, in itself, meant nothing. 

It was evident that through some finer instinct the 
attache did not care to carry on any of his operations un- 
der a husband^s roof, and he could very well bide his time. 

So Eric rested in the assurance that there was no great 
danger from that quarter. Above all, he had sudh great 
confidence in his wife. When a man thinks, and rests 
assured in the f ools^ paradise that his wife is the one out 
of the hundred, as Cinderbox would often say, one may 
be quite sure that he is the victim of a deception more 
subtly clever than that practiced by the other ninety-nine. 
There are some women, it would seem, who have a posi- 
tive genius for intrigue, just as others have for less repre- 
hensible requirements. Intrigue, it must be admitted, is 
an art, and a fine one at that. In matrimony there is 
often fancied a safeguard. People will say, ^^ Oh, it^s all 
right; he or she, as the case may be, is a married man or 
woman.^^ As if the tiger or tigress whic*h had tasted 
warm blood were more harmless than those brought up on 
an innocuous diet of bread and milk. 

'^ What rot ! ^' Cinderbox would snort in conclusion; 
^^ why should any man be an infernal blithering ass about 
women. They are all bad. The majority only lack op- 
portunity, or with opportunity lack attraction. Matri- 
mony is a school of experience, where many husbands wear 
the f ooFs cap.^' 

Dolly never went about a great deal socially, but in a 
certain limited circle. Soon, however, her field was ex- 
tended to the more extensive but withal more exclusive 
coterie of the alleged ^^ smart set,^^ presumably so-called 
because they cause sensible humanity to smart with the 
honest desire to spank the feminine and soundly trounce 
the masculine votaries. 
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This was accomplished through the kind offices of one 
Lady Gladys Vannington, whom she had met at a semi- 
Bohemian gatherings and speedily adopted her chere amie. 
The two were almost inseparable, being constantly seen 
together at all affairs and functions. 

This Lady Gladys was a petite blonde of the Dresden 
china variety, one of those angelic blonde deceptions, who 
can tell a risque story with the salacious and pointed de- 
tails that only a woman can impart to such a story, but 
with a child-Uke smile and a face as serenely innocent as 
a cherub after Baphael. A male observer out of hearing, 
yet viewing the nun-like sweetness of her expression in 
the relation, would swear by all his household gods that 
she was but relating the doings of some Lenten sewing 
circles. The big baby-blue eyes were at all times simply 
baffling in their heavenly aspect of ingenuousness, yet had 
seen many queer sights. And then her mouth — well, a 
tiny mouth may be shaped full fair, like Cupid's bow, but 
withal, shoot arrows of malice with subtly poisoned tips 
that rankle and foster for many a day. And this, many 
who have braved her ladyship^s tongue, know well to their 
sorrow. 

Lady Gladys was one of those tiny creatures that 
astound one by their energy and endurance, being like a 
clock spring — ^a vast amount of concentrated force in a 
minimum of space. The ^^ season " had no terrors for her, 
and she was at all times on the go, winding up as fresh on 
the finish as she was on the start. While a woman is, of 
course, as young as she appears by gaslight, and as old as 
she looks by daylight, it must be said that Lady Gladys 
looked the same at all times, and under all circumstances. 
Such things may, or may not, have their explanation, but 
at all odds, an amorous youth who once gallantly and 
recklessly ^^ on her lily-white shoulder had planted a kiss ^' 
was laid up for a fortnight with what his physician had 
diagnosed as a severe case of " white lead poisoning.^^ 

This dainty little creature, all nerves and hysterics, was 
yet one of those fin de siecle martyrs who go about with 
pinched waist and cramped feet, and all in deference to 
their paramount fetich of fashion. It was said of Lady 
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Gladys that on being remonstrated with by her physician 
on the score of pronoun(^dly high heel shoes, that she 
had pertly and charactenetically replied that she had 
never met a woman who wtjre a commonsense shoe but 
did not possess a commonplace face. And it was gen- 
erally conceded that she had s'feored one on her medicaJ. 
adviser. 

Lady Gladys was essentially a pronounced individualist, 
original in all things, both in inception and conception. 
Always interesting, sometimes startling, and above all else 
" wisely worldly," and ^^ worldly wise." 

She was consistent in all matters, and the men in gen- 
eral voted her "a game little devil," and all agreed she 
never bored. Her dramatic instinct being highly de- 
veloped, she never forgot herself in any particular. Her 
every gesture and movement was made as if under the 
closest scrutiny. She was distinguished for the most per- 
fect repose, as studied as it was apparently unconscious, 
and the daintiest of gesticulations combined with the 
softest of enunciation. She was the most consummate 
mistress of the value of a shading of emphasis, an up- 
lifted eyebrow, a tiny, poutish moue, or a dainty shrug 
of the shoulders, when used in conjunction with an 
unended sentence, in declaring and pointing an unspoken 
opinion. 

The word ^^ dearest " might be instanced. Lady Gladys 
could greet a friend of her own sex with this felicitous 
phrase in a crowded room; to the men present it would 
mean nothing more than a conventionally effusive greet- 
ing, and but little more than that to the majority of the 
women. Yet to the woman directly addressed it could 
subtly convey — depending on the shaded niceties of ex- 
pression — all the way from ^^You know perfectly well I 
am only trying to be polite before all these people," and 
running through the various graduations of feline or 
rather feminine amenities — ^there is but a slip of the pen 
betwixt the two — of " You sly, deceitful minx," or " You 
stuck up, disagreeable old cat," to an extreme degree of 
malice, the implied phraseology of which could scarcely 
be safely set forth on anything short of a parchment of 
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asbestos. And there was never the slightest mistake on 
the part of the woman addressed as to the exact meaning 
of the sentiment so subtly and charmingly expressed. As 
for her kisses — well, her dearest friend once put it very 
comprehensively when she said that every time Lady 
Gladys kissed a bosom friend of her own sex, Judas 
Iscariot must have turned in his grave through sheer pro- 
fessional jealousy. As it was her dearest friend who said 
this, the opinion of her worst enemies should be simply 
appalling. Yet mayhap the two opinions were but one and 
the same thing. Surely the more a woman sees of 
women, the worse she must hate her cat — ^and some cats 
have a few admirable qualities. 

In all social matters, conversational and otherwise. Lady 
Gladys especially excelled. It was ail charming, to be 
sure, but it was all art. Her ladyship, at the best, was but 
a bundle of affectations — ^a shapely bundle to be sure — 
compressed in the narrowest of torturesome stays, and 
trimmed with many fancy and bewildering furbelows and 
fripperies. In short, one of those little social butterflies, 
which, as Cinderbox would say, make one agree with 
Acedalius, *^hat whether women have souls is a matter of 
doubt.'' 

That this little lady was not without a delicious and 
saving sense of humor was evidenced by her planting a 
night blooming cereus over the grave of her husband in 
gracefo^l and symbolical tribute to that gentleman's noc- 
turnal habits. He had, at his demise, left her but a small 
income, yet she managed to go everywhere, dress fashion- 
ably, and sport her own carriage. 

This might appear a problem in moral ethics, but still 
her prosperity could be accounted for to a degree. Society, 
in itself, possesses so little brains that it must necessarily 
maintain a vast number of clever but poor parasites to do 
its thinking and provide for and cater to its amusements. 

Lady Gladys always tagged about with her in public two 
constant companions on whom she equally bestowed her 
affections and vented her occasional ill-tempers. The one, 
apparently more important in her estimation, was called 
by the Frenchy and Murgeresque appellation of "Musette/' 
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presumably because it was a scrofulous Scotch terrier of 
masculine gender and uncertain temper; the other, ** Cap- 
tain Lionel Blythe," was that "superfluous man/^ a 
younger son. He was of the large, good-natured type, easy 
going, mentally, physically, and above all, morally. Lady 
GMadys, leaving morals out of the question, was his exact 
antithesis, and so they got on very well together. 

Their companionship scarcely achieved to the ideality 
of the "elective aflinity^^ of Goethe^s imagery, but was 
rather an attraction engendered by that happy combination 
of "same tastes and different 'dispositions,^^ which Sir 
Walter Scott stands sponsor for as being the most binding 
tie between man and woman. 

The Captain was a well-known man about town, equally 
prominent in the smart and fast sets, his house being a 
common meeting ground for the two classes on such social 
occasions, as Belgravia fraternized with Bohemia. And, 
entre nous, it might be noted that our best society, taking 
advantage of such occasions to cut loose, Bohemia, to say 
the least, had its eyes very widely opened. 

Captain Blythe had started out in life bravely enough 
with the cheerful motto that the world owes every man a 
living, but it did not take him very long to find out that 
that as far as the pajdng up respect is concerned, this poor 
old world has made an assignment long ago, and with the 
whole tribe of Israel as preferred creditors. After a brief 
army experience and a long engagement with the money 
lenders he had become an unknown quantity about town> 
and was very well known as a skilful hand at cards. Of the 
cardinal virtues the Captain possessed but two, and they 
both were faults. He was extremely generous, yet with a 
decided and unfortunate limitation to this generosity; he 
was good-natured, excessively so, and without apparently 
any limit to the degree in which he might be imposed 
upon. 

He had been divorced Tby his wife, after running through 
her little fortune, on the grounds of being found in her 
French maid's room at three in the morning. Although 
the Captain had put in a most masterly plea of being a 
somnambulist, yet the " twelve good men and true ^' bad 



SOME STRANGE DOINGS. IO9 

rendered a verdict for the plaintiff, evidently reasoning 
that the defendant had shown a moet discriminating taste 
in his nocturnal rambles. 

It was under the tutelage and sheltering wings of these 
promising two that Dolly was shortly and fairly launched 
into the social whirl. 

*' Oh, you must have a maid,^^ exclaimed Lady 61ad3'8 
one day with an air of authority, " and a French one at* 
that.'' 

" And why French ? '' asked Dolly curiously. 

"Oh, you innocent," replied Lady Gladys, with a tiny 
wink — even her winks, like her smiles, were limited, as 
enamel imder certain strains will crack. "They are so 
useful, and above all things, so very, very discreet. In- 
trigue is a chief part of their accomplishments, and by in- 
tuition at that." And so one, Fauvette, was duly installed 
ttnder the Singleton roof. That Fauvette was tried and 
true went without saying. Only a month before she had 
been summoned in re case of Dewhurst versus Dewhurst, — 
a divorce proceeding introduced on statutory grounds. On 
tiie stand she had given such unmistakable evidences of 
at once knowing so much and saying so little in regard to 
her mistresses short-comings that she was unanimously 
voted a *^ perfect jewel " by all the feminine connoisseurs 
in the gentle art of husband deceiving. 

That Fauvette had dined each evening in succession for 
a week after with as many wise and learned gentlemen of 
the bar may be irrelevant, yet it serves to show that dis- 
cretion when allied to personal attraction is rated very 
highly even in judicial circles. And so really, Dolly had 
acquired quite a treasure. 

Fauvette^s eyes were generally twin incarnations of de- 
mureness, while her face could be, when occasion required, 
as blank as a whitewashed wall. It was generally con- 
ceded that she could speak two languages fluently with her 
eye-brows. They were really never in absolute repose, 
lieing ordinarily either a discreet set of mild exclamation 
or polite interrogation marks. In fact, every point of her 
peculiar personality seemed significantly pregnant of emo- 
tional expression. The twitching of her skirt on entering 
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or leaving a room, and the very movement of her ankles 
could convey a meaning, while, even at times, that gen- 
erally Tinintelligihle part of 'her anatomy, the back of her 
head, seemed to speak. 

She could, it is said, most eloquently term one a 
^^couchon^* by merely crooking the little finger of one 
elevated hand and flashing the big black eyes; while a toss 
of the head, accompanied by a quick, nervous twitch of the 
skirt, consigned one to the affliction of the seven years' 
itdh; or, if further accompanied by an upward tilt of the 
chin, cast a most foul aspersion upon the character of one's 
mother in a phrase not to be used in polite print. For such 
a robust and lively young person Fauvette was most 
strangely troubled with a distracting cough, the peculiarity 
of which was that while it was not at all troubled by open 
doors — ^where, of course, there would logically be danger 
of a cough-producing draft — ^it was, au contraire, most seri- 
ously aggravated by doors that were tightly closed — ^but 
then, every disease, as physicians can attest, <has its various 
methods of exhibiting symptoms. Yet strange as it may 
appear, even a portiere affected her in this manner, and 
even though that portiere were of Japanese bamboo, which, 
of course, as every one knows, conceals by half revealing. 

One felt sure after one glance at Fauvette that she was 
altogether above the key-hole habit, in respect that by rea- 
son of her tightly compressed stays and high pitched heels 
she could scarcely stoop to this degrading habit. So while 
Fauvette acquired a great many household secrets, it was 
presumably through the practice of telepathy, a science 
with which we are growing more familiar every day. 

She knew many of London's social secrets, but as she 
knew none of Lady Gladys' that little diplomat felt no 
uneasiness, so cheerfully recommended her to Dolly. 

In a short time Fauvette was well settled in her new 
duties, and Dolly found her an almost indispensable fac- 
tor. Fauvette was here, there, and everywhere, yet never 
seemed to be within sight or range of hearing when it was 
undesirable that she should be. While her wages were^ 
satisfactory enough; it was a source of great gratification 
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to Her to Have them materially increased through De Cas- 
tro's generosity. 

The first serious out and out rupture between Dolly and 
Eric now took place, and but a few days after the fifth 
month of their married life had passed. Dolly had not 
been quite well for a couple of days, and one morning 
did not appear at the breakfast table. The excuse she 
sent down by Fauvette was a bad headache, while Eric 
further gleaned from this messenger that she had been 
troubled with nausea on rising. This state of affairs 
continued for several days, Dolly only appearing at the 
dinner table, a little pale, but withal as coldly bright and 
brilliant as usual with her. One evening Eric said ten- 
derly, " Doctor Archbell will call to see you to-morrow.^' 

'^ Oh, very well/' she replied carelessly. " One would 
fancy I were an invalid." 

Eric heartily longed for, but did not dare to request 
the wifely confidence she denied him. The next morning, 
being bound to see his legal adviser on some complication 
which had come up, he waited in the hall until Doctor 
Archbell came down from his wife's room. They walked 
to the comer together, and the physician, with a quiet 
smile, replied to his anxious inquiries in a satisfactory 
manner. As they parted at the comer he shook Eric's 
hand cordially, and said, " I congratulate you." 

''On what, pray?" asked Eric curiously. 

"Your fondest wish is to be realized. Your wife is 
enciente. Good-bye, my boy, and be careful of her." 

Eric's senses were filled with a great joy at this news; 
his step was Ughter and his spirits brighter than they had 
been in many a week. In this appeared a solution of the- 
dreaded frivolity that had taken such a hold of his wife. 
A child, he hoped, and in fact felt sure, would, by com- 
pletely absorbing her time and attention, presumably alter 
her nature. She would have less time and inclination for 
her social frivolities and those undesirable companions. 
He reckoned a great deal on the innate motherhood at 
the bottom of every woman's nature. And then, the child 
would be a bond inseparable between them. A husband 
must, he felt, bads; in a little of the reflected love be- 
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stowed upon his own child. Filled with this confusion 
of optimistic ideas he found it a tiresome afternoon, and 
his attention wandering constantly from the dxdl legal 
details droned out by the prosy lawyers. 

But the doctor's visit had left Dolly in an altogether 
despondent and strangely thoughtful mood. The idea of 
bearing this child caused her a peculiar abhorrence — an 
emotion paramount even to the pride of maternity, and 
transcending in its unnatural repugnance even the woman 
within her. 

And then there were her social pleasures to be consid- 
ered. The scriptural Eachael of old cried, ^' Give me chil- 
dren or I die; ^' the fashionable woman of to-day peevishly 
sniffles, ^^ Hather death than children." 

It was immediately after^the physician's call that Dolly 
received another visitor in the person of the ingenious and 
ever resourceful Lady Gladys. The two women had a 
long conversation, mostly conducted in whispers, and when 
Dolly saw her Ladyship out her face wore a look of re- 
lieved determination. 

Doctor Archbell must have called at the Castlemaine 
residence on his way home, for Dolly's third visitor that 
same afternoon was one that would ordinarily be but in 
the line of an expected visitor, yet was a strange and un- 
expected one for Dolly. It was her mother. The poor 
creature had spent an hour after the advent of the doc- 
tor's news — heaven knows how she heard it — ^more likely 
through the gossip of a servant— in rummaging over a 
cupboard in her room. The fruits of her search was a 
small bundle of what looked like doll's clothing. Timidly, 
and with a pitiful air of eagerness and excitement, she 
had come out of her retreat, and accompanied by a ser- 
vant taken a four-wheeler to her daughter's house. 
Shrinkingly, she entered the room, where Dolly sat writ- 
ing at her escritoire. 

^^ Dolly," she said with feverish animation, extending 
the little package, '^ they are yours; I made them myself 
in hours of happiness, and they shall be your child's also. 
You all think I do not know and remember, yet I do not 
forget everything.*' 
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B0II7 started at first with the tmexpecteSaiess of it all^ 
but exclaimed annoyingly, and went on with her letter to 
one of her few intimates, and added a postscript: — 

*'YoTir little fSte champetre for to-day fortnight is a 
most charming idea. We can have luncheon al fresco, 
and not forgetting a hamper of champagne. Let the com- 
pany be small and choice. I agree with you that no mar- 
ried or engaged couples be invited jointly. Of course you 
can ask Manuel De Castro to come; why not? ^^ 

As she sealed it with her tiny crest and violet wax, she 
saw the mother had gone, leaving the package on the desk. 
Dolly took it petulantly and threw it to the further end 
of the room, the dainty, tiny lace-trimmed bits of exquisite 
linen scattering about the floor. 

*' She might have waited," she remarked angrily. But 
a single look at the daughter's face satisfied the clair- 
voyant-like mother that her errand was unwelcome and 
imcalled for. She had left, or rather shrunk out of the 
room, with a pained, questioning look on her faded, tired 
face, and a confused buzzing in her head. She scarcely 
noticed Eric, who entered as she went down the steps, and 
only answered him incoherently as he left her in her cab. 

Wondering at the mother's visit, and her peculiar ac- 
tions, he sought his wife's room. '^ Dolly,'^ he exclaimed, 
as he entered, *' what have you done to your mother? she 
looks quite upset. It's the first time in ten years the poor 
creature has taken interest enough in anything human to 
leave her own house. I know, dear, that you are nervous," 
he added tenderly as he approached. *^I heard joyous 
news thiis morning about you, pet." He now noticed the 
scattered tiny garments on the floor. ^^ The layette, dear, 
may be old-fashioned, but she meant kindly." 

** I shall not require them or any other," replied Dolly, 
coldly, almost defiantly. 

The strange tone of her voice at once chilled and effec- 
tually checked his caresses. 

'* Why, what can you mean ? Dr. Archbell told me only 
this '' 

*' I mean,*' tersely replied Dolly coldly, '' that there will 
be a great pianjr functions this winter that I do not in-^ 
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tend to miss. I do not propose to spend a gay season in 
the nursery/' 

Eric took a couple of quick steps to her side. " Great 

God, Dolly ! '^ he cried, ^^ you do not mean ^^ He lost 

the courage to say what he scarcely dared to think. 

" I do mean," replied Dolly. " I am going to do other- 
wise; all our fashionable women are childless.*' 

" Great God, woman ! '' almost shrieked the distracted 
Eric, ^^ would you commit murder ? " 

" You certainly use very ugly language," coolly replied 
Dolly. " If you consider certain rational methods murder, 
then there are a thousand murders committed in fashion- 
able London every year. Every night in the season that 
you go out you jostle elbows with murderesses and their 
matrimonial accomplices." 

^^ Dolly," cried Eric sternly, ^^ I will not stand for ihis. 
If you persist in this thing we must part at once.'' 

"Your threats or bluster do not frighten me in the 
least. You can do as you choose." 

Dolly, you are wonderfully hard-hearted." 
No, merely sensible." 

" Dearest, can you not grant me this boon of a child of 
our own flesh and blood ? a first-born to brighten this 
house and bind our relations which are sorely in need of 
some such medium ? " 

" My mind is well made up." 

*^ You are a very selfish woman to sacrifice our domestic 
happiness to your own frivolous pleasures." 

" I selfish ! 'Tis you who are selfish. Because I am 
your wife must I sacrifice my recreation to the nursery ? " 

"Dolly, I can scarcely believe that I hear ybu aright. 
Why can you not have some little consideration ? I do 
not ask for your love — ^for me. If you persist in this 
course you will break my heart." 

"I abominate mock heroics," cried Dolly wearily and 
with a little moue of petulance. "Please go and leave 
me alone." 

" Is that all you have to say to me, Dolly ? " 

" That is all/' ghe answered turning her back to hin^, 
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Without a word He strode out of the room, slamining 
the door hard behind him. 

Dolly in her heart was just a little disappointed at this 
innocuous ending of the scene, inasmuch as she was fairly 
vround up to a tension that sought an outlet — or rather, a 
victim. Women particularly delight — ^and especially when 
in the wrong — to systematically and ingeniously by all the 
diabolical manoeuvres of their devilish cunning, to first 
arouse the temper of mankind, and then by a malicious 
goading — ^and no Inquisitor ever rubbed sa'lt as cheerfully 
in wounds — ^to further stimulate this anger to the extreme 
of a violent outburst. This apogee being achieved they at 
once change their tactics, and tearfully and hypocritic^ly 
pose as martyrs of what they illogically term " an unpro- 
voked and ungentlemanly display of temper.^* 

Such, in brief, was the substance of one of Cinderbox's 
dissertations, but even to the optimistic viewer of the sex 
it would appear to have some slight traces of the truth. 
Surely the life-mate of the gifted Goethe must have had 
this diabolical gift of tongue. In the youth of his writ- 
ings one notices where he blithely but unfortunately 
fallaciously rhapsodizes: " A wife is a gift bestowed upon 
man to reconcile him to the loss of paradise." Yet latterly 
how vehemently and emphatically that same philosopher 
moans: " Women is mistress of the art of completely em- 
bittering the life of the person on whom she depends.^' 
This would appear to be simply what one might term an 
illustration of " before and after taking," and surely in the 
poet^s case experience was a sorry teacher. 

However, Dolly was altogether and sadly disappointed 
in that on w^hich she had hoped to expend her overwrought 
spirit. When a woman is angry with herself it would seem 
that she is inclined to generously include all within range 
in her rancor. While Eric had refrained wisely enough 
from a lengthy tirade or discussion, it was not through any 
great degree of self-control, but rather that his disposition 
pose superior to her truly feminine pettiness, and her 
;emper passed over him as harmlessly as a catspaw of wind 
night a£ect an oak. 

He dined put that evening, and both were thus spared; 
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the unpleasantness of a further discussion at the dinner 
tahle. 

Next afternoon Dolly, heavily veiled, and accompanied 
only by Fauvette, went out on an apparently mysterious 
errand. She did not come down to dinner that evening. 
The first edge of his temper worn off Eric began to experi- 
ence a slight remorse and a great deal of worriment. 
Fauvette would say little more than that her mistress was 
confined to her bed. Twice a day for the next several 
afternoons he sent various messages of sympathy, breatti- 
ing of overtures towards reconciliation. In each case there 
was no answer. Dolly was evidently following closeiy one 
of Lady Gladys's pet maxims, to wit — if you have a man 
down, then you have him where you want him. Keep him 
down, and don't give him an inch. 

Finally, in answer to a particularly touching appeal, he 
received a few terse words. ^^ I am in no condition, physi- 
cally or mentally," she wrote, "to endure your railings." 
And that was all she had to say. 

While reading like an ultimatum, in reality it was but a 
sounder, devised with the subtility of the feminine mind,* 
to gauge his feelings toward her fault. It had the desired 
effect. 

" Far from railing, dear,'' he replied, " I wish only to see 
you; I have not the <heart for a word of reproac^h." 

Dolly was satisfied; his anxiety had apparently broken 
down the barrier of his prejudice. And she was correct — 
he had forgiven the fault, and remembered only that she 
was suffering. In her most fetching dressing gown she lay 
on a small couch — the cusfhions under her head carefully 
chosen to display to advantage her pale face. He drew a 
small ottoman over, and sat by her side, and holding her 
rebellious little hand, he arranged the fugitive clustering 
curls about her fevered temple. 

At first she turned her face to the wall and answered 
only in monosyllables, unti'l he begged her pardon most 
humbly, and appeared altogether tender and crestfallen. 
She was up and about in a few days. Never a word passed 
between them on the tabooed and dread subject^ and that 
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is the way many a good man may love a woman to his own 
undoing. 

It struck Dolly the first time she met Doctor Archhell 
at some function or other, that the physician was markedly 
cold in his recognition of her, and apparently avoided di- 
rect conversation. She resented the slight, and avoided 
the unpleasantness of semi-strained relations by cutting 
him cold at the very next meeting thereafter. 

" She knows that I know, and surmises what I think," 
said the physician to Cinderbox, who had witnessed the 
open slight. '^ Yet for her I feel nought but a great pity. 
As for those he-dogs of she-wolves," he continued with 
the honest bitterness of an upright physician, "those 
Herod« of the profession who slaughter their unborn in- 
nocents by the thousands — of them, I cannot even think 
without a shuddering horror." 

"The crime of the century," commented Cinderbox, 
tersely. " As for her — ^possess yourself of the knowledge 
of a woman's shame, and you are also straddled with the 
harden of her hatred. Be your knowledge condoning or 
even pitying, it matters not. For this, I have the au- 
thority of Juvenal, who says that ' woman is most merci- 
less when shame goads on her hate." 

" And yet," mused the physician, " I might venture to 
say I once saved her life." 

Cinderbox laughed with the mirthless hollow mockery 
of a dyspeptic clown. " Gratitude," he cried, " is as lasting 
in woman's heart as a name writ on the sea sand. A 
dog is always grateful, but a woman, or a cat — ^well, put 
your faith in anything save either. As well expect watei 
to stay in a sieve. They may assume the virtue, if it suit 
their purpose — ^for they are consummate tacticians, and 
would fain pose as possessors of all traits that are de- 
sirable — ^but it will not stand the wear and tear of prac- 
tical application. It is soon thrown overboard at the 
first sign of implied sacrifice or personal discomfort." 

*' It is strange that it should be so," commented Doctor 
ArchbelL 

" Strange ! " cried Cinderbox. " Nothing is strange in 
a woman. They persist in either absolutely ignoring their 
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defects or blind themselves to them by pleasant fallacies 
and sophistries. A man may, once in a while, when 
spurred by a revulsion of feeling, turn himself inside out, 
and view himself as he actually is, but a woman> never. 
A woman will never admit herself in the wrong, even 
though the evidence against her be overwhelming. 
Whether this indisposition to confess a fault be false pride, 
lack of moral courage, or simply the cursed perverseness 
of her kind, is problematical. The fact remains that it is 
so.'^ 

" And yet I fancied she were of different calibre/' said 
the physician, not a little sadly. 

^^You can never tell anything about women,'' replied 
Cinderbox. " They are great straddlers. While they can, 
and frequently do, reach one foot over to the very edge of 
heaven itself, still, like the fair, brazen Colossus of de- 
ceit that they are, they will keep the other well planted 
in hell. 

"The safest way is to credit them with all possible 
faults and vices, and then allow yourself to be agreeably 
surprised as developments prove them to be guiltless of 
first one, th^n another, and in a few rare cases of many 
of the suspected faults. But you will never find a case 
where they are altogether lackin'g. Virtue, for inst::nce. 
No two women agree as to the strict interpretation of its 
meaning, and all hold an opinion subject to radical change, 
very rarely letting it stand in the way of the desirable 
parti. It was only by assuming a thoroughly pessimistic 
and suspicious attitude toward those natural-born de- 
ceptions that one stands a chance of avoiding an unpleas- 
ant disillusion or breach of a possible confidence in them. 

" And so on ad infinitum/^ railed Cinderbox. But Doc- 
tor Archbell had now but little ear and less relish for his 
companion's talk. He was beginning to do considerable 
thinking about his erstwhile patient and his friend's 
daughter. A theory had presented itself to him several 
times of late, only to be dismissed as illogical and savoring 
of the improbable. Yet this Dorothy was certainly a very 
different Dorothy from the one he had known so long, 
and as he thought^ so well* 



SOME STRANGE DOINGS* ttp 

A pKysical and mental change w^as certainly iii evidence. 
^^ Matter over mind," lie soliloquized. "Will blood tell 
in more respects than heredity ? '^ He banished the fancy. 

It was one day closely following this incident that he 
had a professional visit from Cythera. In very little time 
she had told him all that was to be told, and in but little 
time more he had decided what was best, considering all 
matters, to do. 

So it was decided that she should go to Switzerland 
for a while, and ostensibly for her health. And strange 
to say, her health, hitherto so precarious, now began most 
undoubtedly to mend. The physician, noting this with 
a quiet satisfaction as to his theory, resolved to bide his 
time, and yet reconcile her to what was only sensible and 
inevitable. 

Dolly took up her social pleasures, temporarily aban- 
doned by her indisposition, with renewed vigor. The f ^te 
champetre was an immense success. She enjoyed herself 
heartily, and mayhaps took just a little too much cham- 
pagne. She spent the most of her time with De Castro, 
and in the ride home she remembered how when she had 
leaned heavily on his arm crossing a stile she shivered 
with an indefinable thrilling pleasure, and longed to throw 
herself into his arms, to feel that swarthy, bearded face 
thrust close to hers, and feel his strong arms about her. 
In short, to extinguish her personality in his. 

It may have been the champagne, or it may have been 
something stronger. Through the clever managing of 
Lady Gladys, they, from now on, managed to see a great 
deal of each other, and have many an interesting tete-a- 
t^e, yet without violating the proprieties. Lady Gladys 
had too much experience in that sort of thing to risk her 
friend's reputation. But withal, while still practically 
faithful to her husband, Dolly was playing with fire. 

Her husband's affection — for affection it could only be 
termed, even though engendered by the higher emotions 
—was steady and unfailing. Yet even this constancy she 
found AS tiresome as its purely spiritual aspect. She 
would have infinitely preferred, she often fancied, a fev- 
erish passion which would rise to slavish heights, eveq, 
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though at times it fell to an indifference. But this eve^ 
lasting and modulated flow of well-bred conventional and 
thoroughly English type of affection wearied her. " Al- 
ways the same, always the same/' she would murmur. 
" Oh, even for a vulgar and ordinary domestic brawl ! '' 

Then again on his part her husband appeared to take 
it for granted that she imderstood how fully he loved her. 
Yet she would have much more preferred feverish and high- 
flown protestations of love, even though followed by rough 
words. When he kissed, as he did on the regular set oc- 
casions of domestic routine, it was tender enough, yet she 
would have wished for something more erotic, though it 
but preceded a blow. Surely a new nature was evidencing 
itself. 

She fully realized that there was someUiing more in 
marriage than she knew — a perihelion of passion, where 
she, like an unresisting planet, would be drawn into the 
blazing vortex of the scorching sun god of Love. In pro- 
portion, as her affection increased for the one, her aversion 
grew for the other. 

Their relative positions were now respectively in the 
nadir and zeniffli of her affections. She found herself im- 
consciously comparing the two men and to the disadvan- 
tage of one. She found her husband, while as tender as an 
English husband will permit himself to be, still conven- 
tional and cold— or appearing cold by comparison. She 
did not want mere affection — she wanted something more 
volcanic. Her marriage, she felt, was a disappointment. 
When a woman feels that way it is time to look out for that 
woman's welfare. She felt at times indefinitely that mar- 
riage meant something more than what her intangible 
maidenly conception of it had been when she viewed the 
outlines of the secret through the mists of mystery; but 
she did not fully realize just what it did mean. When she 
cross-examined herself, she confessed that she was griev- 
ously disappointed. This ideal existence might have 
suited her once, but that was long ago and before the 
change. 

She endured with an inward repugnance the caresses 
ot her husband which she could not avoid without aa 
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Open rupture. Yet (how the touch of the other thriUed 
her ! 

Women, it would appear, are extremists in their affec- 
tions; they have no happy mediums. They may preach 
platonic relations, but only seriously regard it in the ab- 
stract. The world is to them only a vast circle of which 
each self is the centre, and the diametrical opposites of 
which are love and hate. 

De Castro, in this new aspect, came constantly to her 
mind. She was irresistibly attracted by his superb mas- 
culinity. He seemed by the mere magnetism of his pres- 
ence to rouse some dormant unknown emotions within her, 
the longings of which she yearned to satiate. A touch of 
his hand produced a potential and incomprehensible de- 
light that transcended all that she had ever dreamt of. 
She felt her pulses quicken and her blood seemed to flow 
more quickly in her veins. A new being, keenly alive to 
strange sensations seemed to be bom within — a being that 
she was sometimes afraid of because of its possibilities. 
There were times when she suffered an intolerable mental 
and physical torture — ^the agony of self-repression. And 
yet the man who was her husband inspired in her only a 
shrinking aversion. Between the two conflicting emotions 
she would lie awake and alone through the long night, 
tossing in a semi-consciousness that could scarcely be 
termed sleep; -devoured by alluring longings and deceived 
by chimerical fancies. 

One morning, but a month after this last rupture, the 
husband and wife sat together at the breakfast table. The 
most serious domestic scenes, it would seem, occur at this 
matutinal meal — ^any one with matrimonial experience will 
readily recognize this as so. Why it is, is problematieaL 
It may be presumably on physiological grounds, and be- 
cause the system has not regained that normal balance 
which it must acquire as the day grows. A hard night at 
the club on the musculine, or the ball-room on the femin- 
ine, part of the hous0hol& may often account for it. Oft- 
time mere love spats are engendered of the reaction or 
revulsion of over-satiated passion. Lunoheon rarely wit- 
^es^ses these scenes of domestic infelicity, because it is gen^ 
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erally taken apart. At dinner it takes two to make a qnar* 
rel; and one, the musculine element, is, as a rule, too hun- 
gry to provoke a squabble with a well-filled table before 
him. And once appetite is satisfied a certain amount of 
good nature and endurance is born of the mechanical ef- 
fects of digestion. Then again, it is at breakfast that one 
receives the ill-tidings of the mail or the stock column in 
one^s paper, and above all, that disturbing element in do- 
mestic life, the tradesmen's bills. 

It was just sudh a bill that furnished the start for this 
particular little dispute. Dolly was watching Eric as he 
ran over the morning's mail. She scrutinized him analyti- 
cally across the ferns with a quiet curiosity and asked her^ 
eelf why she was not satisfied. 

He was young and certainly good-looking. She noted 
critically his clear complexion, tinged with the ruddy red 
indicative of a lover of open air and athletics. His nose 
was straight, mouth kindly and well-shaped, and brow de- 
cidedly well-developed and noble. And yet ^e disliked 
him. There certainly was something lacking. It annoyed 
iher to think that under the ordinary state of affairs sfhe 
must sit opposite to him for days, weeks, and years. How 
idifferent if it were the other. How pleasant this early meal 
would be then, especially as it would be beginning one day 
and ending a night. She sighed faintly and murmured : 
'' How different ! " 

As she now watched (him she presently saw a shade of 
annoyance darken his pleasant face. With a decided frown 
lie tossed her an envelope and its contents. She examined 
it carelessly enough, but realized that a storm was about 
to break. The enclosed bill called for " One ' Carmen ' 
costume in red and orange trimmed with gold — one hun- 
dred pounds.^* 

^' What is that for, pray ? '' asked Eric a trifle sharply. 
> *' Private theatricals ? '' 

*' If you will put the question a trifle more politely/* re- 
plied Dolly indifferently, " I may consider answering it.*' 

Eric looked at her in quick surprise; liis intuition might 
have warned what was ahead. " Kindly answer my ques- 
iion/* he repeated. " Is it for private theatricals ? '* 
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BoUy toyed nonchalantly with a morsel of caviare. 

Kindly ' sounds better," she said. ^^ It is my costume 
for the Pettibone-Peabody ball/* 

" You are going to that affair ? '* 

" I would not miss it for the world. It will be the func- 
tion of the season." 

"'Don't you know there will be a certain fast set 
there ? " 

*^ Precisely the reason wliy I am going. "Where that set 
is there also is plenty of fun.*' 

** Dolly, I don^t wish you to meet those sort of people." 

Dolly shrugged her shoulders, and fed a partridge wing 
to her pet Persian cat. 

"Besides," continued Eric in a serious tone, "it is 
scarcely good form for a woman to go to such an affair 
unthout her husband, or even his consent." 

"Only old-fashioned husbands and wives go out to- 
gether now-a-days," retorted Dolly. 

" I wish you would not go." 

"Nevertheless, I am going." 

"And especially in that dress. Is it the stage cos- 
tume?" 

"Yes, the regulation stage affair," she added with a 
little touch of malice. " Scarlet and orange, low cut about 
shoulders and short to knees." 

"Then I must say I consider such a costume pro- 
nouncedly bad taste on your part. To my fancy, it is 
only a little short of being altogether indecent." 

Dolly simply drugged her shoulders. 

"Oh, I might do worse," she replied provokingly. 
"While the costumes are confined to grand opera cos- 
tumes, there is still a wide range — ^yes, a very wide range. 
I might go, for instance, as the page from ' Le Nozze di 
Figaro.' I saw Calve once in that character; she did look 
so very cute and fetching. Oh, still again, I might go as 
* Amina from La Sonambula.' The costume for that char- 
acter is so very simple — ^just a night gown and a lighted 
candle. It has, besides, you must admit, the merit of 
being very, very inexpensive. You can readily imagine 
the view from behind, when you consider the frank reve- 
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lations of a diaphanous robe de nuit with a lighted candle 
in front. Eeally, the worst sinner in English society 
would devotedly ^ follow the light ' that night/^ 

She laughed lightly and mockingly. 

Eric groaned inwardly. It becomes painfully obvious 
to a man well acquainted with womankind that the phrase 
" fair sex *' can never, or by any stretch of the imagination, 
be applied to their dealings — especially with husbands. 

"Dolly/' he asked, speaking slowly and seriously, *'do 
you really intend to carry out your plans about that ball? " 

Dolly for a few seconds studied the design of the rug, 
delft blue ships and windmills afloat on an ocean of cream. 
A woman generally looks downward when making up her 
mind. It would appear that they consult what they un- 
fortunately regard as the all-powerful aid of his Satanic 
majesty. At dl odds, ttleir decisions, as a rule, would in- 
dicate that such was the source of their inspirations. 

Dolly evidently so viewed it. 

She firmly resolved that of all affairs she could not- 
cost what it may — ^miss this particular one. This ball, 
given by the Pettibone-Peabodys, was to be the social 
event of the season. Everybody was talking about it. The 
expense of it all was to be fabulous and the magnificence 
unprecedented. Then it savored of a novelty, inasmuch 
that, as announced, all costumes were to be strictly con- 
fined to grand opera characters, all London being still 
agog over the magnificent and memorable Covent Gar- 
den season lately furnished by impressario Gran. 

It might be said parenthetically that the Pettibone- 
Peabodys were by nativity apparently neither fish nor 
fowl, for while of American origin, and further, that 
country supplying the source of their wealth, still their 
sympathies and inclinations were pronouncedly English. 

While discarding altogether the enviable and unques- 
tionable prestige of allegiance to one great nation, they 
did not yet, nor by any means, achieve to a position of 
respect or authority in their new choice. 

Just now they occupied the unconscious position of be- 
ing, like Mohammed's coffin, suspended between the 
heaven of social aspiration and the earth of dull obscuritfi 
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Jespieed equally by those whom they repudiated and by 
those to whom they aspired. 

Perhax>8 their correct social status had once been best 
defined by a certain Miss Pennypacker, of Chicago, or it 
might be in Eio Janeiro — ^at all odds, just where it matters 
but little, as she was one of those impossible American 
girls only to be found in Punch. When questioned in re- 
gard to this family by a young sprig of nobility, she had 
replied at once with characteristic snap and brevity, and, 
it might be added, in a nasal, high-pitched tone of voice — 
this manner of voice being interjected, of course, merely 
to lend atmosphere to the story. '*It*s just this way/' 
she said.'' " At home they bear the same relation to our 
best sassiety that the mock-turtle does to the real thing, 
and, as the latter is always to be found in the swim, so 
are they, like the former, generally located in the soup." 

The young sprig dazedly murmured : ^^ Ah, yes, to be 
sure;" then grinned idiotically and weakly faded away 
into the seclusion of the open air. 

He spent a full week going over lexicons of every known 
language, and even studied Volopiik, with a view of 
gauging just what she meant. Finally, his mind, never 
very strong — ^for, as stated, he was of noble birth — ^gave 
way before this unusual mental strain, and he now sits 
in a padded cell monotonously repeating her words all 
day long, and without ever getting any nearer to a solu- 
tion of their implied meaning. 

Again, ^' Long on money, short on manners," had been 
the terse classification of one social cynic. Yet a liberal 
expenditure of that same money had been lately doing 
vast wonders for their ambitions; and this ball, it was 
generally conceded, if carried out on the liberal lines an- 
nounced, would mean, at least, a good half-dozen rungs 
ascended in the social ladder. 

After a full minute of dead silence, Dolly made her 
final decision. 

She poised a deviled kidney in mid-air on the point of 
her fork and twirled it about. ^'I most decidedly do," 
she replied slowly and nonchalently. 

Without a word Eric left the table and for the rest of 
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the day confined himself to the library among hig books. 
Lady Gladys, in a color melody of pistache green and 
cereuse, topped off with a Doucet hat, ran in during the 
course of the afternoon. Dolly and she had at once a 
full dress rehearsal of the Carmen costume, and both lit- 
erally went into fits of delight over it. 

Fauvette, going about with clasped hands and an ecstatic 
expression, could only, at regular and judicious intervals 
murmur : " C^est magnifique ! C'est magnifique 1 ^' 

" It is simply stunning ! ^^ cried Lady Gladys. She 
added carelessly, ^^ Manuel, you know, goes as a ^Toreador.' 
He will so match your costimie/* 

Then Dolly, with much pantomime and many added de- 
tails, told the story of i^he morning spat. 

" But you are going, dear, are you not ? '^ cried Lady 
Gladys. 

" Yes, indeed ! I am going,** replied Dolly, '^ and dull 
prosy old London will receive a surprise before the night 
is out, you can be sure. I shall shock staid respectability 
to that degree that every double chin in Belgravia will, t(J- 
night week, quiver with virtuous indignation, like so many 
cup custards in an earthquake. I will simply raise — ^you 
know.** 

Lady Gladys evidently knew, for she smiled significantly. 

" Bravo, La Belle Carmen ! ** she exclaimed. ^^ I am 
yours to the very end.** 



SOCIETY RECEIVES A SHOCK, 12/ 



CHAPTER V. 

SOCIETY BECEIVES A SHOCK. 

The evening of the long-looked for Pettibone-Peabody 
ball came around at last. Eager, curious society literally 
turned out en masse. All were on the qui vive for some- 
thing very much out of the ordinary, and in this, as de- 
velopments proved, they were not disappointed. In fact, 
in more senses of expectancy than the general, they re- 
ceived a full and overflowing meed of surprise. It was 
truly an incongruous chance that had seen fit, in the 
mockery of contrast, to choose this festive occasion for 
the scene of the second act in the lifers drama of a woman, 
wilful and wayward mayhaps to the unthinking mind, but 
withal a fate-fettered creature of destiny. 

While it was out of this predestination came the sur- 
prise of the night, elements of interest were numerous and 
diversified, and it would hardly be amiss that out of the 
evening's profusion some of the lesser incidents be also 
chronicled. Besides, it is only fitting that this function 
sarvs peer — the social sensation (in more respects than 
magnificence) of its contemporary season, should receive 
that just modicum of attention so eminently befitting its 
admitted novelty and undoubted social importance. 

Scarcely had the sooty snuiler of the night extinguished 
the last flickering glimmer of the day when a tentative 
skirmish line of the straggling curious began to invade 
the sacred precincts of Belgravia. The street on which 
was located the Pettibone-Peabody mansion — ordinarily 
cousin-german to a desert — began to partake of an infusing 
element markedly foreign to its usual well-bred air of ex- 
clusiveness. 

Two footmen laying a roll of velvet carpet from door- 
step to pave-edge was seemingly the sign for youngsters of 



128 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 



V, 



many and assorted sizes^ and all of a pronounced Phil May- 
iah type, to gather and criticize their efforts. They in turn 
were soon vastly augmented by scores more of the 
^^ mutable rank-scented many/' In but little time the 
sidewalks in the immediate vicinity of the mansion were 
well-nigh impassible; the police being able, only with 
great diflGlculty to keep a clear passage and to control this 
curious element. The function had been well advertised. 
For weeks before the newspapers had dilated descriptively 
on the extravagance of the affair, the wealthy and im- 
portant guests invited, and their various fancies in choice 
of costumes. It had furthermore received the endorse- 
ment of a pulpit denunciation. This latter proved a 
finishing fillip to public curiosity, and, in addition, served 
as a cachet, as it were, of its superiority to the ordLiary or 
garden variety of social entertainment. After a tedious 
wait the carriages began to roll up in noisy, confused bat^ 
talions, and beneath the covered passageway passed a con- 
tinuous, bewildering procession of the fastastically attired 
guests. 

The jeunesse doree were now compelled to most incon- 
tinently run the scourging gauntlet of the hoi polloi^s criti- 
cal observation, and the majority of these, it must be said, 
were far from flattering. 

The London crowd on such occasions invariably proves 
most singularly frank in expressing its personal opinions, 
and still more singularly apt at hitting the mark. 

The most rousing reception of the evening was, however, 
tendered the occupants of a four-wheeler which drove up 
after the first rush of early arrivals. They were a strangely 
incongruous couple — a brilliantly scarlet Mephistopheles 
of the traditional imposing height and swaggering mien, 
and a bearded cowled and gloomy monk attired in the full 
habiliments of his order. The two contrasted as vividly 
as might some fiery, flaming ember and a dull, blackened, 
burnt-out brand, " snatched from the burning." 

Professor Cinderbox — invited by reason of his prestige 
in the scientific world — ^for parvenus like to affect a 
pendhant for the intellectual — had with a strange para- 
dojdcal humor indeed chosen to come in the monkish guis9 
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of Friar Laurent. While clothes do not make the man, 
still they are often peculiarly significant of the wearer. A 
*' fresh ^' young man in a "pepper and salt" suit would' 
naturally enough present a paradox, while a well-seasoned 
rounder in the same garb would simply smack of the eter- 
nal fitness of things. 

There was just this distinction in the chosen costumes 
of these two, for Captain Blythe — who went everywhere as 
a matter of course — evidenced in the choice of Mephisto- 
pheles, a strong sense of symbolism, even though it were 
but quite unconscious. These two whom one might fancy 
would have but little in common, had first met at a club 
of which, they were mutual members. Attracted curiously 
by the marked difference of personal characteristics, a 
casual acquaintance had speedily coalesced into a warm 
friendship. Both being unattached for this particular 
evening as to feminine obligation — Lady Gladys having 
chosen for some ulterior reason another escort — ^they had 
seen fit to come together. The incongruity of the com- 
panionship appealing at once and most strongly to the 
humor of the mob, they hastily scuttled into the entrance 
amidst a perfect volley of cat-calls and crude witticisms. 

Arm in arm the Friar and the Devil passed up the 
magnificent staircase oddly enough to the stirring strain 
and majestic rhythm of "The Soldiers' March'' from 
Faust. A group about the corridor laughed mockingly at 
this incongruous pair, and a laughing Sappho pelted them 
with roses. To reach their host and hostess they passed 
between a double row of stiff, befrogged footmen in liveries 
of yellow and green. These functionaries were as impas- 
sively solemn as if viewing so many doomed unfortunates 
going to the guillotine rather than mere pleasure-seekers 
sacr&cing their finer feelings by kow-towing before the 
shrine of vulgar Mammon in exchange for an evening's 
entertainment and a costly supper. 

Mr. Pettibone-Peabody in appropriate costume and with 
his face stained with walnut juice, in strange fancy repre- 
sented Othello; his wife was Semiramis, Queen of Baby- 
lon, and was attended by four negro boys in Oriental cos- 
turn^. Tk^ oildity of these attendants attracted, during 
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the course of iihe evening, a great deal of attention. One 
fussy old frump, a marchioness from the North of Eng- 
land, possessing very peculiar ideas ahout Americans, re- 
garded this apparent family group with astonishment and 
wonder. Later in the evening the dear old soul committed 
the humorous favx pas of remarking " How strange that 
the Pettibone-Peabody children should all take after the 
father ! '' 

The costume of the hostess presented in its semi-barbaric 
magnificence a veritable Golcondian apothesis of wealth — 
and mayhaps vulgarization. The fabric, mauve gauze shot 
with gold, was lavishly bestrewn with rubies, emeralds, 
sapphires, turquoises and diamonds; the sleeves being liter- 
ally formed entirely of jeweled chains. She was, in addi- 
tion, crowned with a golden head-dress studded with the 
many brilliants gems of (her costume. In view of this 
lavish display it was rumored that fully half of the double- 
lined butlers were detectives prepared for any possible 
emergency. The character and the rococco ornamentation 
became her florid and imposing type of beauty exceedingly 
well, she being a pronounced brunette of the description 
ordinarily yet anomalously termed fine; a type which so- 
ciety journalists further delight to catalogue as an " oxen- 
eyed Juno,^^ and the captious critic in her particular in- 
stance could easily carry the oxen simile further along the 
same lines, or rather her lines. One could not help but 
perceive by the structural coarseness of her shoulders — an 
infallible index — ^that hers was not an over-refined nature. 

" Our host,^' observed the Friar as they passed into the 
crowded ball-room, ^^ is said to put on his manners with his 
dress clothes.*' 

" Of the two the clothes become him the better,'' com- 
mented the Devil. ^^ But did you note our hostess ? " Her 
tout ensemble is what presumably would be the effect of the 
accidental combination of a gorgeous Italian sunset and 
a prismatic aurora borealis. The heat of one would! 
speedily melt the other, and the result could scarcely be 
a more weird commiagling of diversified colors. She looked 
like a picture — ^but, alas, one after the decadent school — a 
poster picture, as it were. 
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'^ This lady/^ he continued, ^^ is undoubtedly the most 
amusing woman in society to-day. Her attitudes and plati- 
tudes, and above all, her predilection to be both gauOhe and 
gushy are a source of vast amusement to all those who 
dheerfuUy eat her dinners, drink her wines, and then laugh 
behind her back/' 

" The penalty of social aspiration,'' commented the 
Friar, " but I am told she fancies herself a second edition 
of ' Madame De StaeL' " 

*^ Yes, a cheap paper-covered edition, suffering woefully 
by comparison to the gilt-edged edition de luxe of the 
original. Her conversation is a curiosity. One could 
hardly define it as a bouillabaisse nor yet an ollapodrida. 
It strikes me as being best defined as in the category of a 
veritable resurrection pie of the past week's literature. It 
is said she spends Sunday in bed " cramming " and poor 
society gets the benefit of it all the next week. It reminds 
one of the rechauffe served at Continental table-d'hotes, 
consisting of the ghosts of dinners gone by, disguised by a 
fresh dressing. In the same manner from her one gets the 
scraps of the previous week's news, served up with a dis- 
guise of small talk. Further like the rechuuffe, one also 
strikes a tainted morsel, and it certainly makes up in quan- 
tity for what it lacks in quality." 

They moved with great difficulty about the surging, 
crowded ball-room. The immense apartment, decorated in 
white and gold, and with a great vaulted and exquisitely 
painted ceiling, was adorned simply but extravagantly with 
vast quantities of festooned roses; these also liberally en- 
twined the magnificent chandeliers of tinkling prismatic 
cut-glass. Buried among the flowers and all about num- 
berless incandescent lights glowed softly like myriad fire- 
flies imprisoned in shimmering globules of morning dew. 
Many mirrors lining the walls, reflected the dazzling lights 
and moving dancers in bewildering and magnificent vista 
of deceptive distances melting away in far-off perspectives, 
until one seemed to stand in the centre of some enchanted 
maze of fairyland. 

All the senses were enraptured by the graceful and ever- 
shifting evolutions of the immense throng of dancers^ 
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moving rhythmically to the languid sway of exqnisite 
waltz music; the gay laughter and the incessant badinage 
punctuating the waves of melody ; and the confused, 
almost overpowering potpourri of perfume filling the 
languorously warm air. 

From a gallery at the extreme end and concealed by a 
tropical luxuriance of potted palms and ferns, a picked 
orchestra, directed by a fashionable leader, rendered the 
familiar Covent Garden echoes. A Hungarian band al- 
ternated with this orchestra and later furnished the music 
for the supper-room. In keeping with the spirit of the 
function the selections for the evening were confined 
strictly to the master musicians, which withal presented an 
almost exhaustless repertoire of waltzes, marches, and 
miscellaneous excerpts. 

As the stray passing sweetness of a perfume will vividly 
recall the sensuous charms of a loved one; or the evanes- 
cent odorous breath of honeysuckle brings up a charming 
vision of the dolce far niente days of summer vacation, so 
in this vast potpourri of melody, the ear of the sensitive 
temperament was constantly stimulated by the fleeting 
familiar strains. The harpischord of memory vibrating 
pleasantly in fond awakened memories of enraptured hours 
gone by, with a sudden fancy, one would recall the gayety 
and enthusiasm of this or that particular night at the 
Garden — ^the smiling, bowing prima donna, the flower- 
laden ushers, and above all, the music-mad emotion of a 
great audience. An evanescent verisimilitude to this would 
be imparted now and then by the sudden flitting across the 
vision of some costumed characters associated with the 
music. The aural and visual faculties being thus con- 
stantly and bewilderingly stimulated by this happy com- 
mingling, which took on a dozen varied phrases in the 
course of the hour, one's senses would fairly swim in the 
many and varied delights of retrospection. 

Many set dances and cotillions were later ingeniously 
arranged, the participants and the music being confined to 
the one particular opera. 

As the Friar and the Devil sought a comer to look on, 
th^ function was ^t its zenith. The brilliant pip^iire in jit9 
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still more brilliant frame presented a novel and ravishing 
effect. It was a great operatic phantasmagoria — a kaleido- 
scopic, ever-shifting melange of the many and picturesque 
characters familiar to lovers of high-class music. 

To the eye, it at first appeared but a vast impression- 
istic-like splotch of many and contrasting colors, subdued 
and flamboyant, and all sprinkled dazzlingly with the scin- 
tillating glint of jewels and tinsel — a brilliant, multi- 
colored fabric woven in the loom of pleasure to the me- 
lodious rhythm of music's shuttlecock. 

Eembrandt-like, subduing tones were imparted here 
and there by the sombre habiliments of many monks. 
Anabaptists and Huguenots, while in contrast, an appar- 
ent intermingling and fantastic thread of gold was fur- 
nished by the glittering dazzle of the semi-barbaric char- 
acters of Aida, Semiramide and L'Africane. Occasion- 
ally, the lurid crimson of several "Mephistos^^ shudder- 
ingly seemed in their ominous ghastly incarnadine like 
so many blood clots staining the fair surface of this 
gorgeous fabric. Soon out of this confusion, the eye could 
individualize demure, flaxen and double-braided Mar- 
guerites, dainty and picturesque Juliets, tragical San- 
tuzzus, mournful Leonores, distracted Ophelias, saint-like 
Eves, Elsas, and Elizabeths, and Aidas, Eosinas and lesser 
characters without number. 

One might also discern the less familiar characters of 
the comparatively new operas of ^^Inez Mende," Saint 
Saens^ " Prosperine,'' Lombardi's " Tirza,'^ Miglio's 
'* Nincielli,^' and Puccinrs ^^ La Bohfeme.^' The feminine 
exploiters of these, so to speak, modish costumes, looked 
down, upon the more hackneyed clad sisters with the same 
fine feline superiority that they might evidence in an 
every day advantage of a Worth confection. 

Matters of comedy were not by any means lacking. 
There was a fat, jolly and extremely puft-ed-up Falstaff, 
who was perpetually getting in people's way, until a fiery- 
tempered Nedda, whose patience he had sorely tried, 
finally viciously punctured him with her tiny jewel- 
handled stiletto. He at once ble\v tip vrith a loud report, 
and vagi J^d from the room in a badly collapsed and 
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wrinkled condition. But an ingenious man-servant blow- 
ing him up with a bicycle pump he was soon bact again, 
none the worse for the murderous thrust. 

A melancholy Hamlet so far forgot his distemper as 
to be discovered later in the evening in the card-room 
using his papier-mache skull of " Poor Yorick *^ as a dice- 
box; while a dismal Werther speedily dispelled the bit- 
terness of his unrequited affection in the mingled charms 
of the punch-bowl and a very tempting and carnal Lucre- 
tia Borgia. 

A Borneo, it was noticed, had committed the lamenta- 
ble anachronism of wearing golf stockings with his other- 
wise historically correct costume. The raison d'etre lay- 
ing presumably in the tendency of the more modern leg 
covering to impart that which would be lacking in a some- 
what attenuated calf. 

From their corner the Friar and the Devil watched the 
ever-shifting crowd, like another bearded Dante and his 
infernal guide overlooking this boiling, swirling cauldron 
of folly. 

" The Pettibone-Peabodys seem to have made a success 
of their novel social venture,^' commented the Friar. 

" Undoubtedly," replied the Devil. " Its novelty places 
it far above the usual purgatorian function. They desire 
it to be the most talked-of and expensive aifair of the sea- 
son, and I imagine they will succeed. The artists who 
are to sing during the supper have been engaged at the 
most fabulous sums, it is said. Everything is to be rigidly 
confined to a grand opera scale. I learn that earlier in the 
evening a young woman was turned away simply because 
she had committed the grievous error of coming as one 
Yum- Yum — a mere comic opera character. The idea was 
considered preposterous. The poor creature pleaded the 
expense of preparation and the disappointment, but all 
in vain. There was also another instance where our host 
and hostess spent a full half-hour passing upon the case 
of a lady who had come as Balfe's ^Bohemian Girl.^ 
They could not make^^p their parvenu mi^ds as to 
whether or not it was up to the level of grand opera. 
I'ioally, ia their delicious^ ingenious ma^ner^ they gave 
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poor Balfe the benefit of the doubt, and let her pass. The 
fact that the lady in question was a divorcee with a par- 
ticularly unsavory record did not cut any figure/^ 

" Then I should fancy," commented the Friar, " to uti- 
lize an apparent contradiction, it was a question of cos- 
tume rather than character." 

^^ Precisely," replied the Devil, "and to my fancy, in 
social intercourse, it is ofttimes better to consider man- 
ners rather than mere morals. If a woman be good-look- 
;ing, amiable, and, above all, smartly gowned, one should 
not consider her possible virtue. If a man be clever and 
a good fellow, why question his morals? " 

"An easy-going creed," commented the Friar, "and 
withal sensible, inasmuch as there is often virtue in vice, 
and vice versa, vice in virtue." 

" A propos of vice and virtue," said the Devil, " do you 
note how partial the passe and declasse women present seem 
to the youthful and virginal characters of, say, ^Elsa or 
JuHet? ' " 

"Presumably," volunteered the Friar. "Instances of 
following the Bard of Avon's advice to affect the virtue, 
although they have it not." 

Pointing into the crowd he exclaimed: "Talking of 
costume, how still more odd for our mutual friend. Doc- 
tor Archbell, to come as Kigoletto, the Court Fool. What 
has inspired him to this queer Choice is problematical. 
Mayhaps the desire to evince originality; yet, 'tis more 
common, methinks, for the comedian to affect the intel- 
lectual rather than the savant to play the buffoon." 

"Not at all odd," rejoined the Devil, "nor yet prob- 
lematical — ^rather symbolical. To my fancy, he evinces 
a delig'htful sense of the eternal fitness of things. The 
fashionable doctor of to-day is to his clientele of our leis- 
ure class just what the court fool was to the other in days 
gone by. He diverts the mind of the dismally bored, 
cajoles their fancied humors, and caters to their caprices. 
The tinkle of his bells must remind him most pleasantly 
of the gold that chinks so merrily in its course from the 
pockets of the sufferer of imagined ailments into his own." 

The Friar gaye vent to a mirthless laugh. This sally at 
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the expense of his confrere pleased him. *' True/' he re- 
plied, "your application reminds me of the classic ubi 
ires medici duo athei — ^pardon my lapse into Latin; French, 
I know, is in so much better taste now-a-days. I might 
amend that aphorism to the extent of saying that if of 
every three physicians, two were atheists, then the third 
will invariably be found to be a fool/* 

Doctor Archbell approaching, briefly paid his compli- 
ments, and was lost in the swirling multitude. For ten 
minutes the twain were kept busy exchanging banalities 
with passing acquaintances. 

"Everybody that is anybody is here to-night," com- 
mented the Devil, in a breathing spell of the chain of 
conventionalities. 

"And also a great many nobodies,'* replied the Friar, 
"who are somebodies for various occult reasons, mainly, 
wealth. There is a promiscuity in society to-day that is 
ofttimes sadly trying. But London society is no longer 
exclusive. Money, not blood, is the new and magic key. 
The result is a degeneration — a honhomme rather than a 
gentilhomme. To-day society is, at its best, but a conglom- 
eration of snobs, shams, and sapheads. It is a mere piti- 
ful farce where all make desperate eflEorts to entertain, to 
be entertained, or to, at least, seem entertained. 

" Our modem drawing-room is but a social monkey- 
cage — a pandemonium of chatteration and cachinnation. 
Its mainstay is ' small talk,* presumably so-called because 
it is the product of small minds. The more intelligent 
simply shrug their shoulders and excuse it as Zeitgeist, just 
as the Oriental hopelessly accepts misfortxme in the un- 
complaining spirit that it is kismet. One cannot but 
moralize upon '* 

The Devil was wondering if he would keep on forever 
when his raillery was interrupted by a suddenly increased 
buzz of conversation and a movement about the main en- 
trance. With a stentorian distinctness that was heard in 
every part of the room and clear above the melodious con- 
fusion a footman announced — 

" Mrs. Singleton and Senor Manuel Fernandez De Cas- 
tro, as Carmen and Spanish Toreador.** 



SOCIETY RECEIVES A SHOCK. "• t$7 

Their entrance was marked by an involuntary 'hush and 
an almost imperceptible cessation of the movements of the 
dancers. The lull of expectation was quickly followed by 
a scattering volley of exclamations of surprise and admira- 
tion. The former from the women; the latter were, need- 
less to say, strictly from the men. The similarity and 
significance in choice of costumes was obviously and in- 
stantly appreciated by all. 

" The most brazen intrigue of the season/' commented 
one Juliet in a shocked tone of voice. This particular lady 
kept liberal accounts about town with the leading fashion- 
able modists and milliners. While the debits were all 
charged in her name yet the offsetting credits were strange- 
ly enough in the shape of checks signed by a certain 
decrepit and disreputable duke. This at first sight might 
appear a problem in book-keeping, but then, things are 
not all that they seem. 

"A perfectly shameless hussy,'' she repeated, and en- 
deavored to force a blu^h; but even Nature has its limita- 
tions. 

^^ Shameless, indeed — a perfect baggage,'^ agreed her 
companion, a young matron not even on bowing terms 
with her marital vows. 

^^ A mere wanton ! A disreputable man-trap ! " 

These and many more such feline amenities were bandied 
from mouth to mouth. One dumpy, whitewashed old 
dowager — ^a magnificent mass of fleshy corruption — and a 
belle of the vintage of the early fifties, venomously and 
with a most scathing emphasis hissed: "Strumpet!" 
This more antiquated than elegant epithet she repeated 
every time an excuse offered until finally the excess of her 
indignation brought on an attack of virtuous vertigo, and 
she had a picturesque fit in an ante-room, breaking two 
sofas and a full half dozen chairs. F^lly a pint of brandy 
brought her to, and four footmen carried her to her car- 
riage. 

It was with a keen appreciation of dramatic effect that 
Dolly had purposely come late, and she was not at all dis- 
appointed in 'her reception. Her appearance at once 
created a sensation among the men. It in turn was only. 
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fequalled by the consternation among tlie women. To tfie 
captions eye even somewhat blas6 from the wealth of color 
and artistic effects in evidence, she presented a most strik- 
ing picture of seductive brilliancy. Her costume was an 
artistic and magnificent blending of the orange and scariet 
of the traditional stage article, the general effect being 
vividly heightened by the saint-like nimbus of burnished, 
silken, golden hair. This blonde Carmen it was at once 
generally voted as decided an operatic novelty as the 
erstwhile black Mephisto. De Castro in his richly em- 
broidered and jeweled costume, and bearing himself with 
all the dignity and grace inherent of his old Castilian 
lineage — ^which stands for so much, and means so little — 
Bet her off to perfection. 

DoUy^s costume, besides being somewhat pronouncedly 
hizarre, was also, and even when judged by the lenient 
standard of a fancy-dress function, just a trifle reprehensi- 
ble. The waist was low-cut back and front, and to an ex- 
treme degree, being merely fastened with tiny jeweled 
straps of velvet. The black lace mantilla thrown carelessly 
about her shoulders only served to accentuate and '* most 
reveal ^^ by ^^half concealing ^^ the alluring and dazzling 
expanse of shoulders, bust, and arms. The latter, bare to , 
the shoulders, proved to be perfect artistic properties, ' 
tapering in graceful curves from the dimpled elbow into i 
e Sjrmmetrical and dainty wrist. The upper arms were large 
and well rounded, from elbow to shoulder resembling 
superb twin Doric columns of flawless Parian marble. 

Many necks were in evidence richly decorated with price- 
less pearls and gems, yet none, even with these artiflciali 
deckings could compare with hers. In keeping with the char- ' 
acter, or mayhaps with a fine disdain of gee-gawing such a ' 
superb natural charm, she appeared with hers unadorned, 
revealing fully that priceless and surpassing gift, the collar 
of Venus, which transcended in its natural beauty all that 
even art might impart. It is hard to discount nature, and 
even dimples are more valuable personal possessions than 
diamonds. 

'^ By the beard of the prophet ! ^^ exclaimed the Devil, 
<tdjnsting his monocle and revelling in the beauty of it all 
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mih. the zest of a connoisseur, " wihat a vivid realization of 
Ben Jonson^s imagery/* He softly murmured : 

*' ' Have you seen "but a bright lily grow. 
Before rude hands have touched it ? 
Have you marked but the fall of the snow. 
Before the soil 'hath smutched it ? * '* 

'^ She certainly leaves very little to the imagination/' 
testily commented the Friar, " and displays more flesh than 
clothes. Faith, she'd need but take little more ofif to ap- 
pear in puris naturalihis. That's the way of the sex. 
Women will obtrude their personal good points on one, as 
pertinaciously as they do the points of their elbows or their 
parasols/' 

^* A symphony in curves,'' replied the Devil. '^ She has 
every excuse in the world for the display. Women, in gen- 
eral, like the prospectus of Kaffir investments very rarely, 
on realization, live up to their outward promises." 

This battery of feminine charms appealed at once and 
most powerfully to the male element. Especially was this 
noticeable in the case of a representative of the Con- 
tinental royalty. This distinguished guest, the lion of the 
evening, regarded her with such a steadfast attention, that 
it was feared by many lest his burning gaze, concentrated 
as it was through his monocle, would, acting on the prin- 
ciple of the sun" through a lens, raise a blister on Dolly's 
fair person. 

As Dolly moved about from acquaintance to acquain- 
tance, one shoulder-strap evinced a most treacherous and 
alarming tendency to slip oif altogether, displaying in this 
erratic and uncertain movement, a most fascinating little 
beauty spot, just below the tip of her right shoulder blade. 
It stole tentatively and tantalizingly in and out of view, 
as she laughed and gesticulated, with a presumably designed 
carelessness that was particularly and peculiarly fetching 
— ^but to the men only. One sporting viscount made a 
book on the spot — and bets were freely given and taken — 
as to whether or not that particular Moulder strap would 
survive the evexung. 
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Lorgnettes were instantly in active service from all 
points, and Dolly unflinchingly ran the gauntlet of stem 
uncompromising stares. 

A propos of this general scrunity, the Devil exclaimed: 
*' Good Lord, deliver us from the woman with the lor- 
gnette ! Oh, why is there not in this land of societies for 
the prevention of every nuisance imaginable one for the 
effective squelching of this social hete noir? It is really a 
mild species of assault and battery/^ 

"I, personally, should prefer the old-fashioned expe- 
dient of shocked propriety,^^ replied the Friar, "to wit, 
the turning of their broad sinewy backs to the object of 
disdain. With this new fangled and devilish weapon the 
malicious can take a most disparaging and chilling inven- 
tory of another^s person or clothes. There is certainly no 
more effective or deadly means of withering the scoffer and 
frivolous or reducing the pretentious to a due degree of 
meekness consistent with their actual position.'* 

"That, in itself, may be all right," commented the 
Devil, "but it is the abuse of it that forms the injury. 
That inquisitive and inquisitorial instrument is too often 
used to express exquisitely and politely the venomous 
malice and implied innuendos of the many disagreeable 
old cats and frumps to be found at every affair. The lan- 
guage of the lorgnette, though silent, can most eloquently 
convey the coldest disapproval and the most withering dis- 
dain. Deprive some women of their lorgnette, and at one 
fell swoop you disarm them of their soidisant arrogance 
and alleged superiority.** 

The Friar simply grunted a silent acquiescence. 

"When Dolly moved out into the less crowded portion of 
the floor there was another and unanimous tidal wave of 
virtuous indignation. The indignation spoke for itself; 
as for its possessing the elements of virtue, that is more 
or less a matter of skeptical doubt. It was noted then 
for the first time that this Carmen's skirt reached but a 
little — a very little — ^below the knee, exposing a liberal 
expanse of shapely limbs. The effect of this exposure was 
heightened by black stockings of open work material, the 
2narble-like m peau gleaming in a vividly accentuated daz- 
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zle through the interstices of the contrasting and enunesh- 
ing material, and presenting a most artistic chiaro oscuro 
effect. This coquettish intermixture of revelation and 
reticence was further a veritable idealization of tantaliza- 
tion. 

Fat matrons fairly lost their breath at her boldness, 
and viciously applied to her character a word that would 
not sound well in polite ears, even though couched in 
French. 

^^ Open-work stockings,^^ commented the Devil, criti- 
cally, as soon as he caught his breath, ^'are most cer- 
tainly evidences of good faith on the part of the wearer. 
Along the simile of wolves in sheeps' clothing, they pre- 
clude the possibility of the milder fraud of calves mas- 
querading in lambs' wool — ^to the extent of a deceiving 
layer or two. 

'^Mrs. Singleton, I must, say, certainly refutes Schopen- 
hauer's theory that all women have crooked legs.'' 

"I, on my part," retorted the Friar, "can only speak 
authoritatively of their ways, which, like their conception 
of moral ethics, are most painfully warped." 

Alluring in her seductive brilliancy, Dolly proved like 
one of those mysterious tropical flowers, which entrap flies 
by their beauty. As she moved down the room she was 
followed by scores of men: fathers, husbands, and the un- 
attached, all equally anxious to pay homage to this daz- 
zling siren. 

She carried herself and acted with all the attractive 
diablerie and coquettish boldness of the character. The 
management of her eyes and fan, the sinuous^ leopard- 
like voluptuousness of undulating movement, and the im- 
plied reserve of vibriant vitality, were singularly true to 
life and vastly instrumental in creating severe havoc 
among her admirers and consternation among the women. 

" The most striking feature of the evening," said the 
Devil, as she disappeared in the crowd, " is undoubtedly 
this particular ^ Carmen.' She is a feminine MacchiavelU 
— the ' Eake's Progress ' in petticoats. Lo ! what a 
change ! I recall her but casually, and at first as merely 
a rather pretty girl of the conventional type. Then sud- 
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denly she becomes most decidedly unconventional in all 
things. Now, like the fabled Phoenix of old, she has risen 
from the ashes of social obscurity, and soars high as a 
prominent member of those votaries of pleasure anoma- 
lously known as the smart set. Well, wonders will never 
cease." 

'^ Never have I seen a woman change in so little time," 
replied the Friar, "and to my everlasting astonishment. 
I have known her ever since she waa a child in 
pinafores, and have watched her grow up into a charming, 
well-bred and well-behaving young lady. Prior to her 
sickness, or her marriage — I never exactly noted just when 
she first manifested wayward tendencies — she certainly 
was a model of all the virtues that a young girl of a good 
family should be. This change was sudden and imex- 
pected, and, above all, unexplainable. Her husband, it 
cannot be said, has contributed in any measure as to cause, 
for he is all that a loving and devoted husband can be.'* 

"But maybe not all that she expected,'' replied the 
Devil. " At all odds, don't you know that neariy all young 
giris merely regard matrimony as a means to an end, and 
that end, the full fling to their long pent-up inclinations. 
Matrimony is the shield which wards oflf the adverse com- 
ments of the world." 

" True enough," assented the Friar. " In this fin de 
siecle a*ge one might say that love is no longer blind, but 
merely afflicted with a color blindness. It goes into mat- 
rimony with eyes, wide open, but after the ceremony 
evinces a most curious inability to distinguish between 
the white of right and the red of wrong." 

This passing muster in good society as ready wit, they 
both laughed heartily. 

"Well, this little lady is certainly playing fast and 
loose with that devoted husband," continued the Devil. 
" I am not a little curious as to the denouement." 

The Friar shrugged his shoulders with an upward and 
deprecating wave of his hands. " I never interfere in an 
affaire de cosur nor a hornet's nest," he replied, shortly. 

"Mentioning no names," observed the Devil, "and 
jumping to no rash conclusions — ^for woman wears her 
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heart up her sleeve rather than on it — ^I fancy that London 
will have a very neat scandal, and very shortly at that. 
Apres cela, le deluge/^ 

A new set dance was forming, and being short a 
Mephisto, the Devil was hailed by a party of merry-mak- 
ing friends and pressed into service. The Friar, left to 
his own resources, wandered aimlessly and cynically about. 

With her usual high spirits, Dolly had entered thor- 
oughly into the spirit of the affair. She joyously flitted 
here and there and everywhere, as a wanton butterfly sips 
the sweetness of a garden. Finally, quite ennuye of mas- 
culine adulation, and thoroughly surfeited with honeyed 
words and idle compliments, and leaving even her faithful 
Toreador for the while to his own resources, she sought 
that exuberant votary of pleasure. Lady Gladys, who had 
come as La Traviata (The Lost One). 

Associating with themselves a similar spirit in the char- 
acter of Sappho they organized a mutual little coterie for 
the pursuit of emancipated pleasure and devilment. 

Then the trouble of the evening began. They were 
speedily christened ^' The DeviFs Trinity,'^ and quickly 
showed every evidence of living up to their sobriquet and 
traditional reputation. 

With Carmen as leader and prime moving spirit it 
proved a rather "Unholy Trinity,^^ and one, more con- 
ducive to the undoing rather than the salvation of man- 
kind. 

Associated together in their free lance alUance, they 
managed to contribute to the evening's excitement to a 
wholly unexpected degree. Soon tentative rumors of 
strange goings on began to be whispered about among the 
guests. One stately matron had walked unexpectedly into 
the ladies^ retiring room, only to find "The Unholy 
Trinity'^ cosily ensconced about on several divans, smok- 
ing perfumed cigarettes and swopping risque stories. She 
retired hastily and indignantly. She, herself, had gone 
there for the purpose of privately refreshing her spirits 
with a draught from a brandy flask. When a woman passes 
a certain age — ^a figure that is to be breathed rather than 
recklessly spoken aloud, and she was well past that figure-^ 
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one cannot deny them under the strain of an evenmg^s f 
social exertion a little artificial spirits. But this did not 
lessen her indignation one whit, and it is needless to say 
that the relation of her discovery grew with added and 
exaggerated details as it passed from lip to lip. 

Then there had been a rumor — ^mind well, merely a 
rumor — that in a secluded comer of the conservatory, and 
amidst the circle of a small and select coterie, a tambonr- 
ine had been kicked repeatedly, and at a height that wonld 
have done credit to a music hall artiste. Nothing was 
known definitely about the incident; yet there, in prima 
facie evidence, as the lawyers say, was a beribboned tam- 
bourine with a hole kicked through the centre. No name 
was mentioned in connection with this shocking aflEair, or 
rather, nothing was said openly. In society, innuendos are 
in such exquisite taste; while strictly non-committal, they 
withal do their work so very effectually. Women seem to 
especially excel in this diplomatic art, it being a refine* 
ment of cruelty, not unlike that evinced by South Sea 
savages, who, steeping the barbed points of their arrows 
in deadly poison, tuft them with the gorgeous prismatic 
plumage of humming birds. 

A little later it was again rumored that in a quiet pas- 
sageway a tray of iced creams carried by a waiter in an 
attitude peculiarly tempting to one of high kicking pro- 
clivities, had come to grief. At all odds a waiter was found 
by the host combing cream out of his sedate side whiskers, 
a combination which strangely and strongly reminded one 
of snow drifted into clumps of underbrush. He later dis- 
played a pound note to 'his envious companions, and for 
the rest of the evening all waiters utilized the lesser used 
passageways, and took pains to carry their trays in tempt- 
ing attitudes. 

Nine-tenths of the women present found a name for 
the suspected party, and the Friar, as he strolled aimlessly 
about, meditated as to how much further the daughter of 
his esteemed friend and co-worker would go in her erratic 
behavior. He soon found out. 

Desiring to escape the tortures of the Goetterdam- 
jnerung, which, |;o his fancy, was tantamount to thoso 
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of the damned, he wandered into the first ante-room, open- 
ing out of the ball-room. He had no sooner passed the 
threshold when he was suddenly seized by a bevy of fem- 
inine merry-makers and pulled here and there and twirled 
about unceremoniously until his head was in a swirling^ 
confusion of giddiness. Staggering dizzily back against 
a table he recognized the trinity of Carmen, Sappho, and 
The Lost One. With sweeping courtesy the trio mock- 
ingly saluted him. 

" Behold the Three Graces, good father,^^ they cried in 
chorus. ''Faith, Hope, and Charity.^' 

''Bather the Three Disgraces,'^ contradicted the Friar 
testily. " Which is which, may I ask ? ^' 

" I am Faith,^' replied Sappho, as she pirouetted on her 
heel. 

" Humph ! ^' commented the Friar, " the man who would 
look for faith in you would be a fool for his pains, for it is 
said, madame, that you change your loves with the sea^ 



sons." 



" Tiens! There are but four seasons in the year,'* replied 
Sappho, " and one must be amused." 

" While I represent Hope," exclaimed the Lost One, aa 
she performed a little pas seul before him. 

" Oh, indeed ! " answered the Friar. " How fitting ! It 
is well known in London town that he who would hope for 
your favors coiQd speedily find realization in a jeweled 
bauble." 

" Mon Dieu ! " protested The Lost One in indignation. 
" You hold me far too cheap." 

"And I am Charity, the greatest of them all," cried 
Carmen as she stepped forward, and executing a perpen- 
dicular kick with a great show of lingerie. 

"Well, then, as for you, madame," snarled the Friar, 
*' the less said about you the greater the charity." 

With a quick motion, and without a word. Carmen 
caught the trailing cord of his habit, and running about 
him with it, bound his arms fast to his sides. The other 
two pushed him into a chair and held him firmly. Snatch- 
ing a quart battle of frapp6 sec from a passing waiter, 
Parmen poured it down the back of his neck, saying: " I 
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baptize thee in the name of thid most unholy trinity, 
Sappho, La Traviata, and Carmen.** 

Nearly all things resolve themselves simply into the 
consideration of a point of view. A bottle of wine, drilled 
to the freezing point, will glide down the interior of one's 
anatomy with but the pleasurable results conducive to 
the fullest enjoyment of existence; externally this same 
beverage gives the unfortunate recipient as near a fore- 
taste of the chilling, paralyzing pangs of impending dia- | 
solution as mortal may endure and live to tell the tale. 
And this the Friar instantly realized and fully appre- 
ciated. 

With a mocking burst of laughter the trio fled to fresh 
fields of devilment, leaving him with shattering teeth and 
shivering limbs. This little episode opened up to them 
at once a new field of amusement and they quickly found 
a fresh victim. A pompous M. P. who had unwillingly 
escorted his family to the ball, wearying of the crush, 
sought the seclusion of an ante-room for a quiet nap. He 
lay comfortably asleep in a deep arm-chair when the 
trio discovered him. He was attired as a sober Hugenot, 
with an immense stiff ruff about his neck, and slumbered 
now with his head fallen forward on his chest. 

This left an expansive and presumably tempting fun- 
nel-like space between the starched ruffle and the l^ck of 
his neck. Somebody at once made a wager of a box of 
Buede gloves that somebody else dare not do it. In a very 
few minutes afterward the chilling contents of a pint of 
frapp6 wine went trickling in a miniature and gurgling 
cascade down the improvised waterway of the pompous 
victim^s spinal column. He woke with a start, and for the 
moment was almost stricken dumb, fearing the long- 
promised stroke of apoplexy had come at last. A moment's 
reflection and he arrived at a correct solution of the sup- 
posed paralysis. Catching a glimpse of a rapidly disap- 
pearing swirl of red and orange draperies he had his feel- 
ings further ruffled by shrieks of feminine laughter. 

His language for the moment was decidedly unparlia- 
mentary, not to say shocking. Gathering his family about 
\\m, he ordered his carriage, and departed at once, not, 
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however, without first fully unburdening his mind to his 
host as to the character of certain of his guests, and this 
was the beginning of the end. 

The feeling in regard to a particular Carmen's actions 
had now risen to a height of feverish and protestant in- 
dignation. Supper was announced at midnight, and with 
the very stroke of twelve the dramatic action of the eve- 
ning was materially quickened. 

Mr. Pettibone-Peabody had but scarcely seen what he 
presumed was all of his guests safely seated when he was 
hastily called to an outer reception room. A discreet 
man-servant had merely, and without giving any clue to 
the others, whispered a few startling words. As he per- 
turbedly entered this ante-room to his increasing conster- 
nation his ears were most distressingly assailed by the 
clamorous confusion from without, of the reiterated call- 
ing of carriage numbers. The mournful shrieks of suffer- 
ing souls in hades could scarcely have startled him more. 
There was no mistaking the fact that many of his friends 
were leaving, not only most peremptorily, but also in evi- 
dent sorely ruffled spirits. 

This ante-room, which was now to serve as the scene 
of the main action of the evening, was handsomely fur- 
nished with many cushioned divans and settees. Its most 
striking feature was two magnificent set-up pieces of 
armor, one on each side of the short staircase leading from 
the ballroom. They were complete specimens, cap-i-pie, 
wrought in nickel, finished off with silver, and vouched 
for as genuine relics of the Crusade, brought from the 
Holy Land — but, alas ! — " made in Germany .'' 

Mr. Pettibone-Peabody, for the moment standing aghast 
and perplexed in mortified astonishment, was almost run 
into by two of his most prized guests of the evening. Lord 
and Lady Popplewinks, who were making a most hurried 
and indignant exit. 

They were attired in the incongruous costumes of Faust 
and Marguerite. His Lordship was a small, timid gentle- 
man, with eyeglasses, decorous, gray side-whiskers and at- 
tenuated limbs. To add to his ridiculous appearance, the 
padding of one calf had slipped round to the side of hid 
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leg, presenting the strange appearance of a prominent 
spavin. His wife, witli the peculiar obstinacy of a large, 
coarse and very stout woman, was, of course, a most 
ridiculous appearing Marguerite, her humorous aspect be- 
ing heightened by a prominent mole on her massive triple 
chin, from which sprouted three long hairs, for all the 
world like a trio of palm trees in a desert oasis. She was 
wrangling loudly and angrily with his Lordship, and with 
a vehement and overwhelming verbosity that caused her 
bulky frame to literally shake with explosive indignation. 
This wrath was even imparted to the hirsute ornaments 
of the mole, for they were quivering violently in an appar- 
ent sympathy with her perturbed state of mind. Not a 
little of this angry ebullition was the aftermath of an in- 
cident, in which she had figured at her reception the pre- 
vious evening. An attache of the Turkish embassy had, 
on leaving, with the usual Oriental exaggeration of polite- 
ness, and in all good faith, wound up with the expressed 
sentiment ^^ May your shadow never grow less.'' He doubt- 
less must have been painfully near-sighted, or at least 
certainly unaware of her Ladyship's banting course, to 
say nothing of her obesity belt. Several people about at 
the time had the rude temerity to laugh heartily, and only 
this evening she heard it bandied about with a great deal 
of merriment. So, altogether she was now wound up to an 
absolutely appalling height of ill-temper. 

^^ No, Sir P'eter ! " she almost angrily shrieked, " I shall 
not stay one minute longer under the same roof with that 
abandoned creature. She is a shameless hussy and a brazen 
man-trap. Her presence in this house is an open and de- 
liberate insult to every other honest woman. The idea 
of such wretched goings on in decent society ! Smoking 
cigarettes and drinking cock-tails, and, above all, openly 
flaunting her shame in everybody's face. The idea of her 
having for an escort and constant attendant a man who 
is not her husband, and who, it is rumored, is her lover. 
Shame to her, and those who countenance her ! Such 
open liaisons are a defiance to our social system and a 
danger to our domestic safety. And then exposing her 
person in a most lascivious and shameless manner. Oh ! 
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that I should live to see the day that this is tolerated in 
our hest social circles I ^^ 

"But, my dear/' meekly interposed Sir Peter, pluck- 
ing up a little courage, " I would ^' 

Her Ladyship, getting her second wind, snorted like a 
charger going into battle. Fiercely turning on him, she 
squelched him with a withering glance. " Oh, I dare say 
that you, like all the men, think she is in most perfect 
taste. I shall listen to none of your arguments. No doubt 
you, too, have fallen a victim to this woman^s carnal wiles, 
^o, donH deny it ! Think of me, the wife of your bosom, 
exposing herself in that manner.^' 

The thought must have been appalling, for Sir Peter 
was discreetly silent. 

Without waiting for any comment, however, she went 
on like a wound-up phonograph. 

" I have never witnessed or even dreamt of such a scan- 
dalous exhibition taking place before my very eyes. I 
sincerely trust the unfortunate creature is intoxicated; 
it would be the only logical explanation of her conduct. 
This, Sir Peter, is no place for me. Order our carriage 
at once/^ 

" Yes, my dear,^^ replied Sir Peter. " But our host ^" 

" Our host must bear the consequences of first inviting 
and then countenancing the conduct of such an aban- 
doned hussy. I hold him, above all, directly responsible 

for ar 

Mr. Pettibone-Peabody endeavored at this point to get 
in a few diplomatic and conciliating words. 

"I greatly regret. Lady Popplewinks,^^ he began, with 
every sincere evidence of sorrow, but she cut him suddenly 
short. 

"Your regrets do not at all mend matters, nor yet 
serve to atone for my outraged feelings,'^ answered her 
Ladyship testily. At the same time she froze him with a 
cold stare of her lorgnette. 

** If you will allow me the honor of a few words, I fancy 
I can satisfactorily explain all, and clear myself,^' con- 
tinued Mr. Pettibone-Peabody. 

Eer Ladyaihip eijnply shrugged her niassive 8hould,^x^> 
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Taming her imposing back to him she again commanded 
haughtily for her carriage to be called. 

iXrd Popplewinks hastily accosted a footman — " Faust 
and Marguerite's carriage, at once, please/' he nervously 
ordered. The footman stared. " Oh ! I should say Lord 
and Lady Popplewinks." 

Her Ladyship turned on him in an instant. '^ You act 
as if you also were intoxicated/' she savagely exclaimed. 

Without a word of farewell to her host she strode majes- 
tically out of the room, followed by her lord and master(?) 

" Well, this is indeed a of a state of aflEairs,'' ex- 
claimed Mr. Pettibone-Peabody, confusedly standing 
stock-still in shocked bewilderment. Clearly he thougiit 
he must take some drastic action at once in regard to this 
disorderly Carmen or lose all his guests. He requested a 
footman to find and send Dr. Arehbell to him at once. 

The exit of the titled guests was quickly followed by the 
flurried entrance of a perturbed family group. The head 
was an anaemic matron with the pleasing expression of a 
startled rabbit. Her low-cut corsage exposed a pair of 
collar bones like the twin spans of a cantilever bridge, 
and ribs outlined with the painful clearness and monotony 
of the bars of a xylophone. She was almost snifiSiing in an 
excess of emotion. 

This is really too extremely distressing/' she whispered. 

To think that I and my lambs should be exposed to the 
debasing influence of that debauched woman. Arthur, we 
must leave here and at once." 

" Oh, yes, mamma, we must/' bleated in chorus " the 
lambs." They were two young ladies of uncertain age and 
of the negative innocuous type that affect large baby sashes 
and sing ^^ Oh, Alice, where art thou ? " at select and 
wearisome musicales. The father and husband, a short, 
thick-set gentleman, confined himself solely to ejaculating 
^^ Haw " at irregular intervals and in a most vigorous and 
explosive manner. Mr. Pettibone-Peabody coidd not help 
but mentally comment that if he would only alternate now 
and then with a " Hee " the general effect would be alto- 
gether and most delightfully asinine. Without paying 
him the slightest attention and in a confused and pastoral 
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ehorns of wliining, bleating, and braying, the family party 
swept out to the doleful strains of the Miserere from II 
Trovatore. The surging sadness of this melody found a 
quickly responding echo in Mr. Pettibone-Peabody^s heart. 
In fact, it grated on his sensibilities to the extent that he 
sent word at once that something else be substituted. The 
leader of the orchestra, wishing to cater to all and diver- 
sified tastes, had formulated the plan of alternating serious 
with the lighter selections. So, presuming now that only 
this particular selection was at fault, and adhering to his 
original plan, he substituted the Pilgrim's Chant from 
Tannhauser. A full dozen more couples marched solemnly 
out to its melancholy strains before the distracted host 
could stop it. Scores of guests were now leaving in quick 
and flurried succession, some departing hastily without a 
word, and others with mere frozen formalities. As the 
sorely disturbed host paced the room in mortification his 
wife swept angrily into the room, literally dragging after 
her the four attendant negroes, supporting her train. 

Outside and loud above the music could be heard' the 
steadily increasing volleys of carriage calls. 

**0h, James,^* she cried hysterically, "we will merely 
be the laughing stock of all London. That Singleton 
woman is a most shameless creature, simply demoralizing 
in her influence. She is turning our ball into a three- 
ringed circus, and holding us up to public scorn in the 
bargain. I found her just now in the pink room giving 
an imitation of a street singer to an audience composed 
solely of men. She held Lord Popinjay in leash with a 
long ribbon tied to his legs, and he was acting the part of 
a monkey, climbing up over the chairs and tables holding 
out a tambourine for pennies, while she sang an execrable 
music hall dhansonette.^^ 

"The gentleman in question,'' commented Mr. Petti- 
bone-Peabody savagely, " is fully capable of giving a most 
realistic imitation of that animal, inasmuch as it is a family 
trait." 

"And then," continued the wife hysterically, "two 
members of nobility have just come to blows — or rather 
flapped each other's faces— over her. She engaged with 
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both for iike same dance^ and then sat it out in a dark cor- 
ner with that Spaniard, leaving them to fight it out. We 
must do somefthing at once or there will not be a soul 
Mi/' 

*^Do not fear about that, my dear,^* soothingly and 
caustically replied her husband, ^^ in the society of to-day 
those who think more of their susceptibilities than of their 
stomachs are fortunately in the minority. However, I 
have just sent for Dr. Archbell. He is an old friend of 
her family and will be able to handle her.*' 

Dr. Archbell, hurriedly entering with a jingle of bells 
on foolscap and staff, he shortly explained the state of 
affairs to the diplomatic physician. He concluded: "I 
can hardly turn the young lady out into the street. Can 
you not reason with her ? *' 

** My dear sir,'' replied Dr. Archbell sadly, " I fear that 
I have not the slightest control over Mrs. Singleton, 
especially in her present state of mind. What can I do 
with a young woman who, in answer to my entreaties to 
moderate her conduct, replied that I am only a bag of old 
bones, and like that commodity easily rattled. I don't 
quite catch her inference, but presume it is disrespect- 
ful." 

"The word 'rattled,'" explained Mr. Pettibone-Pea- 
body, " in certain circles is equivalent to being easily dis- 
turbed by trifles." 

" As if her conduct were a trifle ! " exclaimed Mrs. Pet- 
tibone-Peabody. 

" Well, you see just how the matter stands," continued 
Dr. Archbell. " Interference on my part might only result 
in an unpleasant scene." 

" But what can we do ? " nervously exclaimed Mrs. Pet- 
tibone-Peabody. " What shall we do ? " 

" I will have to take the bull by the horns by sending 
for her husband," replied the Doctor decidedly. "We 
can, no doubt, with the influence of his presence induce 
her to leave quietly. Will you instruct that a messengei 
be placed at my service ? In the meantime, let us joir 
the supper party and not arouse suspicion that anything 
is wrong." 



r 
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Their conversation 'had been overheard by three vastly 
interested people. *^The Lost One'' wasted no time in 
thinking it over but hastened to warn the over-exuberant 
Carmen. 

Another, Bert Harkaway, left the shadow of the stair- 
case as the trio entered the supper room. The third was 
yet to materialize. 

" Great Scott ! '' exclaimed Bert, with a long drawn-out 
whistle, "only twelve, and people leaving in high dun- 
geon. What will be the windup. Well, Fm downright 
glad I came, after all." 

Espying a punch-bowl in the corner he helped himself 
liberally to its cheering contents. Bert had been the vic- 
tim of a bit of hard luck in regard to this much-talked-of 
ball. His costume, ordered a full week ahead, had gone 
astray. The costumer's boy had delivered it only that 
very morning, but to a wrong address; and then, after 
the manner of his kind, forgotten just where that place 
was. A mad, wild scurry of a couple of hours had failed 
to reveal its whereabouts; so Bert, perforce, and to his 
intense chagrin, had to give up all idea of an evening's 
pleasure. In an intense disgust he had gone oflE to his 
club, and sulked in a comer for a couple of hours. A few 
B. & S.'s., however, reviving his spirits, he had determined 
to just drop in at all odds for a half hour or so, and look 
on. And in this imiocent intention he managed to add a 
factor of merriment to the many diversified features of 
the evening. 

The punch was strong, and on top of his previous and 
liberal libations, stimulated his ordinarily sluggish cere- 
bral process to an activity that resulted in the birth of an 
idea. After his second glass he surveyed the armored 
figures for some moments, and then exclaimed: "The 
very idea ! I will introduce myself into the interior of 
one of these suits after the fashion of the humble and 
lazy hermit crab, and then appear upon the floor as pre- 
sumably the only Lohengrin present. What could be more 
suitable or startling as a novelty? By Jove ! I'll do it; 
I must be in at the finish." 

Gently and quietly he lifted down with his strong arms 
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the stand of armor nearest him, and carrying it into an 
adjoining alcove speedily dressed himself up in the cum- 
bersome metallic costume. He trod heavily and proudly 
back into the centre of the ante-room, and paraded up 
and down, the stiffened joints of his armor scraping their 
edges together now and then, with a long drawn out and 
shrill piping, sounding for all the world like the **swan 
motif ^' from the opera whose hero he represented. 

^^ The very thing ! ^^ he exclaimed in glee, and flourish- 
ing his sword in sheer exhilaration of spirits. With a most 
execrable accent, and in a flat^ off-key voice, he sang: — 

*^ Nun sei bedankt, mein lieber Schwan, 
Zieh durck die weite Fluth zuriick 
Drum sei gatreu dein Dienst gethan 
Leb wohl, leb wohl, mein lieber Schwan.^* 

Of a sudden he was startled by a noise outside. Not 
wishing to make his entr6 until he had a little rehearsal 
with the stiffened joints of his strange shell, he regained 
the empty pedestal with a bound, and stiffened up into 
statue-like rigidity. The intruders, a young couple in 
the romantic and charming guise of Eomeo and Juliet, 
were evidently acting over again the same old story of 
their unfortunate prototypes of Verona. To Berths great 
uneasiness, they ensconced themselves on a settee directly 
in front of him. 

"At last, we are alone, sweetheart,'' said the Eomeo, 
caressingly entwining his companion's slender waist. "I 
thought we would never escape your Argus-eyed old cat 
of a chaperone. I feign would now say, in the language 
of him whom I represent, and with whose fever I am also 
consumed^ 

'^ ^ OH, blessed, blessed night ! I am af card. 
Being in night all this is but a dream. 
Too flattering sweet to be substantial.' '' 

The Juliet only cooed amorously and softly, nestling 
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ber head cosily on his shoulder. Eomeo, bending, kissedl 
her over and over again. 

In view of his own gnawing and unrequitted affection, 
this scene was almost too much for Bert; he felt that he 
could not stand it very long without a deep betraying sigh 
or two. However, a stray draft solved the situation. 

Blowing the end of his helmet plume between the bars, 
it tickled his nose, bringing on a hearty prosaic sneeze in 
relief. The loving swain sprang to their feet in discom- 
fiture. As they left for more secluded quarters Eomeo's 
sword, after the vicious and illogical manner of swords 
when worn by an unprofessional, became entangled in his 
mantle and legs. 

^* Confound the pesky thing, anyhow ! " he exclaimed, 
as he endeavored to have it act in a rational manner. 

^* Why not take it off and leave it here,^^ suggested the 
practical Juliet, " we can get it on our way back.^' 

"Why, to be sure,^^ he assented. Unbuckling it, he 
threw it across a chair. Surely Fate is a most careful 
stage manager, overlooking no petty details of the mis- 
en-scene necessary to a full development of its ends. 

Bert, as soon as he saw the couple safely out of the 
room, was about to step down from his cramped position. 
Suddenly through the comer of his eyes, and with a slight 
chill of uneasiness, he saw the helmeted head of the other 
stand of armor turn slowly in his direction. After re- 
garding him steadily, it quickly turned back again, with 
a sudden jerk, to " full face f ront/^ He seriously began 
to suspect the unexpected potency of the punch, and 
wondered vaguely if he were not the victim of some dis- 
tressing optical illusion. Slowly and cautiously, he, on 
his part, turned to regard the other figure more fully. 
The helmet of the other, with an automatic stiffness, now 
turning simultaneously, they faced each other for a full 
second. Then again, both jerked sharply back to full 
face, as if actuated by the working of one mechanism. 
There was a monotonous expectant pause of a full two 
minutes, and then once more, as if twin automatons, the 
two helmeted visors turned until they faced each other 
fully. This ggsitiou was retained for a few thrilling sec- 
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ends. Then a muffled voice emanated from the hollow 
depth of the other hedmet^ sounding a sentiment strange 
for what Bert felt sure was the reanimated spirit of some 
Crusader, and probably the original occupant of the suit. 
'' Well, ril be damned !^^ 

This was most emphatic and unmistakably of the earth, 
earthy. 

" Well, I echo your sentiments,'^ rejoined Bert in turn, 
visibly relieved at this prosaic turn of affairs. He stepped 
down to the floor, his companion Crusader figure cum- 
brously following suit. 

The other, taking off his gloves, or gyves, and helmet, 
revealed a smiling, youngish man, who was evidently not 
a member of the set having a right to be present in a 
Belgravia mansion. 

" Seeing that I am discovered,^' he said coolly, ^^ I might 
as well throw up the sponge.'' 

Bert's first thought was that this stranger was a would- 
be burglar, but suddenly he grasped the correct idea. 
"Ah ! You are a journalist, I presume?*' he queried. 

" Correct," replied the other. " How did you suspect 
it?" 

" Oh, logically enough," replied Bert, with an easy air 
of assurance. "Mainly from the fact that you bear, to 
speak paradoxically, the ear-marks of your profession in 
your cigarette-stained finger tips, and eye-glass pinched 
nose-bridge." 

"Well?" queried the other, without wasting words. 

" Well ! " said Bert, " I, to a degree, admire your en- 
terprise, but am compelled to remind you that you have 
placed yourself in the unenviable position of being liable 
to be kicked out in the street, and maybe handed over to 
the police. However, that is not in my spirit of doing 
things; but one thing is certain, my dear boy, there can 
be but one Lohengrin in the field to-night, and I intend 
to be that one. You will kindly get out, and at once, and 
that will settle the matter." 

As 'he stripped himself of his armor the journalist cheer- 
fully commented: 

^* I guess I've gotten enough copy as it is f pr a goo4 
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etory. My position before you disturbed me was, as you 
could see, admirably adapted to command a full view of 
all going on. As to the little affair of Mrs. Singleton, 
while I regret not being able to see the finish, still my vivid 
imagination can work out the denouement. Angry hus- 
band — erring wife — bold designing lover — ^a fair amount 
of material to build up a toothsome morsel for fashionable 
breakfasts. 

** Here is my card, be up early and see my paper for full 
particulars. I am so sorry, my dear sir, that I cannot stay, 
but then, it is the fashionable thing to-night to quit early." 
He sauntered coolly and jauntily to the door. 

" Ta-ta, my dear boy ! " he cried, pausing at the thresh- 
old to kiss his hand to Bert. ^^So sorry I gave you a 
fright ! " 

^^ Well, confound his impudence," exclaimed Bert, ^^ for 
ways that are dark, and tricks that are vain, this new 
journalism does certainly beat the heathen Chinese." 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

THE WORLD, THE FLESH, AND THE DEVIL. 

As Bert started to make his deferred entr6e into the 
ball-room he was again startled by the approach of some 
merry-makers, their presence heralded by noisy laughter 
and badinage. The curtains parted, and from the supper- 
room the Friar and the Devil emerged arm in arm. The 
Friar had evidently imbibed both the spirit and the spirits 
of the evening. His property beard was matted with spilt 
wine, and one shoulder of his monastic habit showed the 
immistakable evidence of poudre de riz. Like many of his 
garb his creed and preachings were seemingly subject, 
under certain circumstances, to a very radical change. The 
Devil, beaming with a broad, alcoholic smile, was heroi- 
cally endeavoring to smoke a sadly bedraggled cigar, the 
wrapper of which was all unrolled. This twain meeting 
again in the rush for supper had compromised on a stand- 
up, make-shift of caviare sandwiches and champagne cup, 
and then fled from the gastronomical battle-field. 

^^ No use trying to get anjrthing more to eat in there/' 
growled the Friar. 

" Hardly,^' replied the Devil. " Things have come to a 
sorry pass when a Komeo and Juliet quarrel over a pate- 
de foie gras. Surely the crush in our supper-room now-a- 
days is a striking exemplification of by what easy stages 
the declension takes place from the sybaritic to the 
sybotic.^' 

" It will soon be necessary,'^ commented the Friar rub- 
bing his sore ribs, " at these large affairs to have a swan's 
down cuirass, after the style of a dress-suit muffler, to 
wear beneath one's shirt. One is most painfully impressed 
by the elbow militant, which acts with a broadsword ac- 
tion, beating down one's guard by sheer force, while in 
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contrast and equally effective is the sly feline elbow, stab- 
bing one like a stiletto and feeling every whit as sharp. 
I sincerely wish I had come as an armored knight of some 
kind or another." 

With a sbmg of bis shoulders the Devil sought the 
tempting punch-bowl. The odd couple drank to each 
other's very good health, w<hile Bert wondered how long 
they were going to stay. After the second bumper the 
Devil facetiously punched the Friar in the ribs. 

" You sly old dog of a monk/' he cried. " How nicely 
I caught you in odd corners hobnobbing with Lucretia 
Borgia, Sappho, and other such abandoned females, and 
all so unbecoming to one of your cloth. Fie ! I say, unto 
thee, the malediction of the church upon your wicked 
head." 

" For the matter of such," protested the Friar, ^^ I have 
Papal and other illustrious churchly precedents, but withal, 
I was merely exchanging the common-place courtesies of 
the evening. While I am a philosopher with a weakness 
for the vanities of life, the contemplation of which only 
increase my philosophy, I would say with Napoleon, that 
all the women in the world would not make me lose an 
hour." 

^^Fear not for the loss of the hour," commented the 
Devil, " but rather look to the more serious matter of your 
convictions. I fear that like Napoleon you have met your 
petticoated Waterloo to-night, and lost not only the hour 
but your prejudice against the sex." The Friar shook his 
head in feeble protest. 

*^ Whatever else a woman may be," he replied, " she is 
always trying. One can always tell a married man; he 
possesses a mark as distinct as that of Cain. In the oyster 
of life a wife is the irritating and intrusive molecule that 
speedily gives birth to the pearl of patience; a gem that 
married mankind, like the toad in the story, carries in 
his forehead, the outward and visible sign of a martyr- 
like resignation to misery." 

** Blow your misogynistic views," cried the Devil. " Your 
cynipism is, at the best, but a pose. You age in a deluded 
(pelibacy, and then cry, ^ Behold ! those grapes «^re ^our/ " 
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*^The delusion is not in celibacy/' replied the Friar, 
'^ but rather in marriage, which is the delusive heaven of 
anticipation, the actual purgatory of realization, and an 
everlasting hell of repentance ! ^' 

The Devil laughed derisively. '^You amuse me im- 
mensely,'' he rejoined. " A pessimist of your sentiments 
is, metiiinks, one who has sucked dry the juicy orange of 
feminine pleasure, and then comes a tremendous cropper 
on the discarded rind of retribution.'^ 

" You mistake me,'' answered the Friar, " I rail not so 
much at the sex as at the bondage in which they hold us. 
Matrimony is a rat-trap of which woman is the bait; those 
on the outside are anxious to get in, but those on the 
inside are a confounded sight more anxious to get out. 
Yet," he continued, ^^ you, yourself, were very conspicuous 
with the fair sex. To quote a hackneyed but pat expres- 
sion, you were literally a devil among the women.' " 

^^ And that is the guise in which woman likes her man- 
kind best," retorted the Devil. 

" Oh, undoubtedly. I noticed you were well up in your 
old operatic tricks with many Marguerites," continued the 
Friar. " Of them there was certainly enough to give you 
a large and interesting field." 

^^ Parbleu,'^ quoth the Devil, " times have changed since 
I figured in that well known affaire de cour. Nowadays, 
in that line, like Othello, I might say my occupation is 
gone." 

*'In this fin de siecle period the Marguerites not only 
meet their Fausts halfways, but in many instances lead 
them on to their moral destruction. Our fashionable 
women of to-day know several things on which I, even in 
my professional capacity, could scarcely presume to en- 
lighten them. Apropos of your sentiments to this be- 
guiling sex, beware lest you fall yet. I, too, was once an 
iceberg, but alas ! was soon carried by the irresistible 
current of feminine attraction into the gulf stream of pas- 
sion and quickly melted. You must remember that man 
is like an asphalt pavement, hard enough in the morning 
of life, but let the sun of femininity beat upon him long 
enough and he is soon softened aiid easily impressed/ 
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** And you could carry the simile further/^ curtly observed 
Jte Friar, " inasmuch as they both are always underfoot. 
!^s for me, there is no danger. Women cares but little 
:or my time of life. While we are in this distressingly 
epigrammatic frame of mind I might say that man is like 
I traveller crossing this desert of life — in which there are 
3ut few oases — toward his Mecca of rest in the east, and 
nroman is his shadow. In the morning of youth, she is 
behind, and constantly pursuing ; at the high noon of his 
3arly prime, she is at his feet, but in the failing afternoon 
>f his waning energies and attractions, she is constantly 
Keeing before, and he ineffectually pursuing.'^ 

" Tut ! tut ! my pessimistic friend,'^ observed the 
Devil. ^^ Do not despise the sex. There is no more charm- 
ing accompaniment to the glou-glou of sparkling wine than 
the frou-frou of women^s silken skirts. In them, like Omar 
Khayyam, overlook the problem and uncertainties of 
life.'^ 

*^ Poof ! *^ snorted the Friar. ^^ Get thee behind me, 
Satan, imless like Faust, you can again give me youth. 
A truce to the sex ! ^' 

Drawing a pack of cards from the interior of his robe 
he seated himself at a small table. " I picked these up in 
the card-room,^' he said. ^^This is a quiet, cosy spot. 
What say you to a game ? " 

" I'll go you, but how about counters ? '' 

" Easily enough provided," replied the Friar. Snapping 
the cord of his rosary of wooden beads he divided them 
into two equal piles on the table. 

*^ Each one counts for a pound/^ he explained, pushing 
one heap over to his companion. 

The Devil laughed at the iconoclastic idea of utilizing 
the tools of the church for a game commonly accounted to 
Satan. " Whatever induced you to come as a monk ? " he 
asked banteringly, ^* and what order do you represent, may 
I ask?'' 

*^I come in this guise,'' replied the Friar, ^^ because I 
adore a paradox. As to my order, I represent one of those 
after-dinner orders — ^Benedictine or Chartreuse^ it is all a 
matter of taste,'' 
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^^ Parbku ! '' quoth the Devil. " Those fraternities are 
indeed practical. They look after a man^s stomach aa 
well as his soul. A bad liver is as distressing as a bad con- 
science. In faith, I'd rather have the bad conscience.^' 

" I would be surprised if you had a conscience at all/' 
replied the Friar, extracting a package of cigarettes froia 
his pocket. Scratching a match in a most unmonklike 
manner on the sole of his shoe, he offered the "white 
deaths." The Devil, clinging to his tousled cigar, refused 
them. 

" Cigarettes may be vastly condemned," commented the 
Friar, as he puffed away lazily, "but to my fancy it is 
merely as a medicine, a matter of taste. I prefer my 
tobacco in these dainty homeopathic doses, in contradis- 
tinction to the allopathic form of cigars." 

Their tete-4-tete was here suddenly interrupted. Bert 
perforce, compelled to stand stockstill, could stand the 
strain no longer. Airy persiflage and machine-made epi- 
grams may be all very well in their way yet are scarcely 
very enjoyable when one is not only "cribbed, cabined, 
and confined," but also perched up most uncomfortably 
on a narrow foothold. 

So now to the startled bewilderment of the twain he 
stepped down stiffly from his pedestal and advanced toward 
them. As they started in wonder, not a little unmixed 
with a suspicion of the supernatural, a muffled voice issued 
from the interior of the helmet sounding like the weiri 
emanation of a phonograph. 

"I beg pardon, gentlemen," said this Crusader, "for 
breaking into your little party, but as you are making a 
longer stay than I expected I am compelled to intrude." 
Eaising the visor, the figure added: " Cuthbert Harkaway, 
at your service." 

" Oh, pshaw ! " exclaimed the Devil and the Friar in 
chorus. " You gave us quite a turn." 

Bert briefly explained the raison d'etre of his strange 
masquerading. 

" What ! " cried the Devil, " you are going to miT with 
the dancers in that affair ? " 

*^Why, certainly." 
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'' My boy, you will be as welcome as a steam-road roller 
among a crowd of bicyclers/^ 

^^ Well, we shall see. It takes a thoroughbred to carry 
top weight, and I think I will be equal to the emergency/' 
Striding up and down to limber the stiffened joints, and 
being somewhat hampered visually by the visor bars^ he 
trod accidentally and heavily on the Friar^s foot. 

" Damn you for a careless fool ! '' testily and blasphem- 
ously cried that reverend father. "Why don't you be 
more careful ? " 

^' To utilize the fancy of a certain French Marquis," re- 
plied Bert lightly, "I would opine that the Almighty 
would think twice before damning a gentleman of my 
quality." 

" Oh, go to the devil," sourly retorted the Friar. 

Bert unconsciously followed this advice. In retreating 
from the Friar he slowly bore down on the Devil, who 
cried laughingly: "Forsooth, father, that was a most un- 
seemly speech for one of your cloth; I would prithee re- 
mind ^" He stopped suddenly short in pain, for Bert 

in his blind backward career, came down on his gouty 
foot with the combined weight of armor and nearly two 
hundred poxmds. 

" Well, damn you, anyhow, for a blxmdering idiot ! " 
shrieked the^ Devil as he nursed his bruised and aching 
foot and hopped around on one leg. 

"Hold on there," cried the imperturable Bert, "just 
confine yourself to your operatic perogative — the damna- 
tion of Faust. I'm off to the ball-room to get the lay of 
the land." He strode off with the labored, lumbersome 
tread of a rheumatic elephant. The Devil and the Friar 
had scarcely resumed their game when a tremendous crash 
that set the chandelier pendants a tinkling like so many 
tiny bells was heard from within the ball-room. This, in 
turn, was followed by a curious scraping noise, and then 
a most tremendous collision. "Our armored friend, I 
should judge," observed the Devil, " has not only gotten the 
lay of the land, but it is evident the land has met him 
halfways." 

Entering they stood just within the threshold. Bert lay 
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sprawling in the extreme comer of the room, all tangled 
up in a confusion of overturned chairs. The instant his 
highly polished footgear had struck the waxed and slip- 
pery floor he had come a tremendous and crashing 
cropper. Then he had slid the entire length of the room, 
plowing a broad furrow across its smooth surface, and 
fetching up hard and noisily against the wall. " Oh, I 
say ! ^' he exclaimed, " no xmkind remarks about how are 
the mighty fallen. Just watoh me get out of this fix ! " 
Crawling into the comer and bracing himself with out- 
stretched hands against the two walls he slowly gathered 
himself up into a standing position. The instant he re- 
gained a perpendicular, down he went again, with a tux- 
moil like the crashing cyclonic crescendo of a Wagnerian 
finale. The momentum of this fall carried him well out 
into the centre of the floor. There he lay, flat on his back, 
sprawling and kicking like an overturned and helpless 
turtle. The butler, aroused by the tumult, rushed in — 

" Keep quiet, sir, keep quiet ! " shouted that factotum. 
*^ Leave yourself in my hands.^^ Catching Bert beneath 
the arms, and straddling his prostrate form, he exerted 
his full strength, and succeeded in lifting him to his feet; 
but Bert, still unwieldly, toppled over, leaning his full 
weight on the other, who, sinking under the double bur- 
den of man and armor, was nearly squeezed flat in the 
fall. Extricating himself, he caught one of Berths ex- 
tended arms and had about pulled him into a half sitting 
position when the two factors of weight and slipperiness 
again came into play, and Bert, gyrating on an axis, like 
a whirling teetotum, swung off on a zigzag course, while 
the fat and pompous factotum was shot off at a head- 
long tangent as if propelled from a catapult, winding up 
in a mass of potted plants. 

^*Memo — ^make society note ^^ observed the Devil. 

^^ Never enter a ballroom in armor, without a pair of large 
and effective spurs.^^ A number of waiters and footmen 
rushed to the rescue in answer to the butler's call for help. 
Bert, in a corner, had by this time risen again to his feet. 
Suddenly, and as to be expected, once more he slipped. With 
the speed and force of a loqomotive 7:nn amuck^ he l^re 



THE WORLD, THE FLESH, AND THE DEVIL. 1 65 

down on the advancing group, headed by the undaunted 
butler. Before his irresistible onslaught the whole party 
went down in a confused, tangled and clawing heap, like 
so many nine-pins before this gigantic bowling ball. 
^^ Hugo's cannon, loose in the hold of a ship,^' commented 
the Devil, " is scarcely a circumstance to this.*' 

The twain, laughing heartily at the disaster, ventured 
a little further into the room. Bert, continuing on his 
slippery course, struck against a pillar, and, caroming 
after the manner of a smartly struck billiard ball, was 
upon them in an instant. Down they also went, and the 
Church and Satan were pretty well mixed up for a few 
minutes. The ball-room, strewn with prostrate bodies, 
had now the appearance of a battle-field. The butler in 
the interim, and after the manner oi the London domes- 
tic, who imagine the police fit to cope with all and any 
contingencies, sent out for a " Bobby .^' Thus re-inf orced, 
they all fell on the unwieldly and helpless Bert, who was 
sliding erratically, wildly and helplessly from one end of 
the room to the other. They would close in on him, ele- 
vate him to a standing position, and then down he would 
go, and twirling about, his flying leg* and arms would 
knock all hands off their fact. This went on for some 
time, the affair taking the aspect of a fiercely contested 
game of foot-ball. 

Finally, four of the heaviest waiters sat on and effect- 
ually subdued this struggling demon, and the butler and 
the " Bobby " held a council of war. The ^* Bobby '' made 
a suggestion. He had often noticed of a frosty morning 
how draymen would cover their horses's hoofs with a bag- 
ging, thus giving the animals a foothold on the icy sheets. 
They could utilize that idea in this instance. A couple 
of towels were procured, and Bert's feet were muffled in 
them. It worked like a charm, and the slippery and elusive 
Knight of the Swan was led safely out. 

The ball-room now still more resembled a battle-field; 
many broken chairs were scattered about like disabled 
gun-carriages, and its smooth surface was sadly criss- 
crossed with furrows like a field plowed by ricochetting 
§Ii?lls. Bert <}uickly soothed all hands with liberal tips, 
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but the "Bobby" spent a full ten minutes looking over 
his code book for some section that would give him the 
privilege of " jugging " that troublesome youngster. Bert 
was led through the ante-room, supported on each side by 
a burly waiter, and moving with long, stiff, straight steps, 
after the manner of a stork. He strongly resembled some 
unfortunate Crusader leaving the battle-field hors-de- 
combat Kegarding the punch bowl longingly as he passed, 
he called to the twain: — 

" Just wait, gentlemen, till I get this infernal gear off, 
and I will join you in a drink. I need it badly." 

As he went out one door The Lost One flounced in 
another, warm on the scent of Carmen with her porten- 
tious tidings. Meeting the Devil now, for the first time 
in the course of the evening, she advanced smilingly. 

" Humph ! Symbolism is running riot to-night," 
snorted the Friar. " This might be tanned an operatic 
protege of yours — a veritable limb of Satan, so as to 
speak." 

The Lost One mockingly sank to the ground in an ex- 
aggerated sweeping courtesy. " Oh, no, not a limb," she 
retorted, "merely a rib — a side issue, as it were." She 
continued : " Such an incongruous cameraderie as yours 
is certainly striking. One might fancy the millenium, 
with the lamb and the lion lying down together, to be on 
hand when the devil and the church hobnob." Address- 
ing the Friar, she said ironically: " Surely if you were to 
officiate as Father Confessor to-night, good monk, you 
would hear some strange confessions." 

"But none stronger than yours," retaliated the Friar 
with acerbity. He had not forgotten his baptism. Turn- 
ing her back to him. The Lost One addressed the Devil: — 

"How do you fancy my costume?" she asked. 

" Charming," he replied. " You have the part to per- 
fection." 

" And the reputation as well," growled the Friar in the 
fastness of his beard. 

" But," queried the Devil, " how do you reconcile your 
blonde tresses to the character? ^La Traviata,^ if I re- 
jnember, was a brunette," 
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Well, this is a version strictly up to date/' replied 
The Lost One. " In her class, you know, the color of the 
hair changes with the prevailing fashion/' 

" Oh, very true," replied the Devil. " I had overlooked 
the fact that such as she are as notoriously fickle in fancy 
as in heart. I must say, I admire your courage in choice. 
*La Traviata,' while an admirable operatic character, is 
still, ah — er — somewhat under the ban. of good society. 
The quality of mercy may not be strained, but for her 
kind is at least socially well watered." 

^^Tiens! I have the courage of my convictions," re- 
plied The Lost One merrily. ^^ I felt that there would be 
a monotony of Elsas, Juliets, and such innocuous hero- 
ines, so I made up my mind to be original, and most de- 
lightfully wicked, even though startling. It may be some- 
what of a susceptibility shocker, but then virtue and 
wronged innocence do become so painfully tiresome. They 
are like a nursery diet of bread and milk.^^ 

^^ True," rejoined the Devil, " we must occasionally 
[have champagne and truffles, or perish of moral indiges- 
tion." 

^^ See," said The Lost One, pirouetting on her heel, ^^ I 
iiave taken great pains with all details. I have the camel- 
lias, and even the cough." She gave vent to a mild and 
innocuous cough. 

^'You do Bernhardt a close second," commented the 
Devil. ^^Was this convincing touch accidental or pur- 
pose? ' 

** Oh, acquired, to be sure. A low cut gown, a conserva- 
tary flirtation and nasty draught did the business. It is 
more or less disagreeable, to be sure, but came in handily 
as a bit of local color, as the critics say." 

*^ Hum ! It doesn't sound very dangerous," observed 
the Devil quizzically. 

^' Well, it at least so affected a Viscount that he kindly 
placed his villa at Cannes at my service for the winter, 
but alas, it turned out that he went with the villa." 

" That would be realism with a vengeance," commented 
the Levil. 

** It wouldj indeed/' she replied. ^' But even realism has 
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its limits. Do you know," she continued ingennonsly, 
^'that the women have criticised my selection most un- 
mercifully. I wonder why? Mayhap they fear for their 
husbands, which is, of course, a tacit confession of weak- 
ness/^ 

"The beau-monde, you must know,*' said the Devil, 
" is always somewhat fearful of the demi-monde. As it is, 
paradoxically but mathematically correct that the half 
often exceeds the whole, so does that half often exceed in 
beauty, wit, and fascination the whole of dull respecta- 
bility.*' 

" Your aphorism is almost too ponderous for me,*' said 
The Lost One, "but I am forgetting my errand. I am 
looking for Carmen, and it is absolutely necessary that I 
should find her now." 

She peacocked across the room; at the door she stood 
and said meaningly: "You may note that the camellias 
are white — do not forget my carriage and wraps at four 
sharp.*' 

In her exit she almost collided with Bert as he entered. 
He was divested of all his armor save the 'head piece. He 
had thrown his opera cloak about his shoulders and car- 
ried a stick in his gloved hands, while his opera hat was 
most comically perched on the tip-top of the helmet. 
DoflBng his hat, and bowing politely, he stood aside to let 
her pass. 

" Goodness gracious ! '* she exclaimed, " Bert Harkaway 
— if I'm not mistaken in your legs." 

"The same, at your service," replied Bert. 

" Pray what character do you represent ? " asked The 
Lost One quizzically. 

" Oh, a simple and original idea of my own," Bert re- 
plied sarcastically, "although not operatic. I represent 
that well-known historical character, ^ The Man in the 
Iron Mask.' " 

"Oh, how very clever," retorted The Lost One, — "and 
also how exceedingly considerate of you." 

With a mocking laugh and a silken frou frou of her 
skirts she swished past him. 

Bert stood and mused for a moment. " I wonder if she 
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•wished to convey any inference ? *' he murmured. " No, 
how could she ? ^^ 

The Devil and the Friar had just commenced a fresH 
game when he burst in excitedly on them. 

" Oh, I say ! ^' he exclaimed. " Here I am in a nice 
predicament. Dash it all ! I can't get this confounded 
head-piece off. Some spring or other is caught; in fact, 
I canH even open the visor. It is bad enough to be ham- 
pered with such a thing as this, but just fancy being de- 
prived of the chance to eat or even drink — and I am so 
confoundedly thirsty. He walked over to the punoh-bowl 
and then strode away in disgust. 

" Compared to me now,'' he continued, ^^ Tantalus was 
in an extremely easy fix. This infernal thing will be the 
cause of language on my part that cannot but seriously 
compromise me with my Maker." 

He strode up and down the room a doleful but ludicrous 
picture of dejection. 

You are truly in hard luck," commented the Devil. 

I should advise you to consult a first-class blacksmith; 
with a cold chisel and a sledge hammer he could perform 
a 'heroic surgical operation that would speedily relieve 
you." 

** Where, in heaven's name ! " exclaimed Bert, *' could 
I find a blacksmith at this time of night ? " 

" Well, grin and bear it until morning," chaffingly re- 
plied the Devil. 

"I could bear it a blessed sight better," replied Bert, 
** if I could only take a drink or two. This is a devilish 
fix. I know I shall have an awful head in the morning, 
and how in the name of the hide and tallow of Satan am I 
to apply cracked ice to my feverish brow ? " 

"Well, I'll tell you just what you can do," suggested 
the Devil. " See the butler, get a long glass syphon and 
solace your eoul with brandy and soda. Under those cheer- 
ing circumstances you can sit up the balance of the night 
and get relief at daybreak." 

"A good idea, by Jove," cried Bert. He shook the 
DeviFs hand warmly and dashed for the door. " I believe 
you have xeaUy saved my life " 
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, '' Mrs. Singleton, it seems/^ observed the Friar, ^^ is not 
the only startling feature of the evening. If that young 
fool had gone on the floor FU wager that to-morrow all 
Belgravia would he nursing sadly bruised shins/' 

^^It is seemingly," replied the Devil, "an evening of 
surprises. *^ The Lost One's anxiety to find Carmen would 
make it appear that something still more stari;ling is in 
the wind, for that little lady goes on no false scents. She 
is, above all things, a clever little woman. I divide my 
intimates into two classes — stimulating and soporific. 
Each is very well in its own way, and I use them with the 
same judgment and end that I might champagne or heavy 
ale. The Lost One, I must say, is decidedly in the former 
and stimulating class.'' 

" And like that former," commented the Friar, dealing 
the cards for a fresh game, " she is somewhat frothy. But 
a truce to the sex; let's have our game out." 

After some minutes' silent play the Devil commented: 

^' It cannot be possible that the Carmen is going to let 
a whole quarter of an hour pass without a sihocker ? " 

The orchestra without suddenly struck up the swinging, 
surging strains of the " Toreador " march. " This, I im- 
agine," replied the Friar grimly, " will bring her into ac- 
tion." 

As if the music were a stage cue, the curtains parted, 
and Dolly and De Castro entered. She was leaning lan- 
guidly and heavily on his arm. 

" No, indeed," she exclaimed, " I must certainly decline 
to sup among those social fanatics. "FU wager that at 
this very moment they are tearing my character into in- 
finitesimal shreds." 

"Ma belle," said De Castro. "Eemember how truly 
Balzac has said that ^Envy loosens as many tongues as 
admiration freezes.' He knew his womankind surpassing 
well." 

^^ At all odds," replied Dolly petulantly, ^^ to be in strict- 
ly good form nowadays it seems is only for a woman to be 
hampered with paltry meaningless formalities — ^to be a 
mere insipid, colorless dummy in constant dread of that 
fetich^ ' What will they say ? '" 
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"And for a man/' added De Castro, " to be a snobbish 
cad and an all around conventional ass; but that is con- 
ventionality.'' 

" Tiens ! How I then abominate London and its con- 
ventionality," continued Dolly. " Society with its con- 
tinual cry of good form and bad form reminds me most 
painfully of a vast number of wrangling katydids. It is 
a monotonous and maddening reiteration of asseverations 
and denials. It puts one's poor head in a whirl, leaving 
you very much in doubt as to whether she did or did not; 
whether it be good form or bad; neither being of special 
importance the world in general cares not a continental 
and feels only like shouting, ^ Blow the pesky row.' Oh, 
these frumpy dowagers ! how they do ring the changes. 
I am respectable, thou art respectable, he, she, or they 
are not respectable." 

*^ As to that I would simply say," commented De Castro, 
*^ that ^ methinks the lady doth protest too much.' " 

Dolly now suddenly caught sight of the Friar and the 
Devil, who had risen at her entrance. 

" Ah, Monsieurs Eouge et Noir ! " she cried in glee. 
^^ The red of passion, and the black of penance. Ciel ! 
In the game of life I will play the red always. The ^ Devil ' 
can beat the Church at his own game at any time." 

" And a woman can beat both at all times," replied the 
Devil, bowing low. " The Germans have a proverb that 
the devil needs ten hours to mislead one man ; a woman 
one hour to mislead ten men. So, you see, the odds are 
a hundred to one in favor of your sex. It is, to drop into 
the parlance of the race track, ^ a long shot.' " 

*^And a short shift with a quick finish for mankind," 
added the Friar sourly. 

*' You seem to know your womankind well, Sir Devil," 
observed Carmen. 

'^ Ay, and fear them as well," replied the Devil, " and 
because of knowing them so well." 

" How unkind of you ! " cried Carmen, tapping him 
lightly with her fan in playful reproof. **What an odd 
contrast you two present. As striking, to speak in accord- 
ance with the musical spirit of the evening, as a miserere 
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and the danae du ventre. I personally adore contrastfi^'^ she 
continued banteringly. "I once saw a herd of trained 
elephants at the Alhambra, and but the other day read of 
a troupe of trained fleas on the Continent. What a strik- 
ing combination they would make. Just fancy a pyramid 
of alternate fleas and elephants, or the latter turning flip- 
flops over the other, or yet again, a half-dozen fleas min- 
ing running jumps over a line of solemn elephants.^* 

The Friar mentally noted that Carmen had not by any 
means overlooked the refreshment buflfet. The Devil 
smiled indulgently. 

"I, too, adore contrasts,*^ observed De Castro, mean- 
ingly. "Blonde hair and dark eyes, for instance.*' 

"Your flattery is only too obvious,'* commented Car- 
men. 

** Working along the same lines,*' interjected the Devil, 
quizzically, "I might say that a woman's age contrasts 
in an exact ratio to the expansive elasticity of her con- 
science — ^but then, some things are better left unsaid." 

"If I may venture to add my little quota," said the 
Friar meaningly, "I would say that the Dutch have a 
paradoxical maxim that a woman's hair is long, but her 
senso is short." 

" And I might observe in turn," retorted Dolly, ^ that 
there are some monks who differ in the respect that their 
beards are long, but their courtesy is short, and. agree in 
the sense that their pates are bald and so is their wit." 

" Bravo ! " applauded the Devil. " Truly, a ' Boland 
for his Oliver,' and with a vengeance." 

"Don't you know. Sir Devil," said Dolly, "that we 
are to a measure operatic rivals to-night, inasmuch as we 
both possess unparallelled records for wickedness?" 

" TVue," assented the Devil, " but then you have above 
all the potential advantage of sex. Further, * Carmen' 
always was to my fancy the genuine article in operatic 
devilment. Alongside her ^Manon Lescaut,' 'La Tra- 
viata,' or even ' Sappho ' might be regarded as so many 
more dilettantes in diablerie. And you are ' Carmen ' 
reincarnated in the flesh. Ay ! you are the very flesh it- 
self most charmingly idealized.^ 



w 
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*' Voila ! Behold then a tableau ! " cried Carmen, tak- 
ing the Devil by one arm and De Castro by the other. 
" Senor, you are a man of the world. See how nicely we 
represent the World, the Flesh, and the DeviL^^ 

'^ Madame,'^ observed the Devil, "you are most certainly 
a most tempting bait of flesh, with which I would guaran- 
tee, in my Satanic capacity, to most successfully angle for 
the world.^* 

"You have the world hooked hard and fast enough,^' 
whispered De Castro, in a willingly lent ear. 

The Friar, noting the little by-play, wondered how far 
the game had progressed. "How have you enjoyed the 
evening ? ^^ queried the Devil, politely, and ignoring the 
aside not meant for his ears. 

" Oh, immensely I ^* replied Carmen. " What a delight- 
ful idea of our hosts to give this unique affair. Those 
Americans are so clever. Just fancy, I was introduced this 
evening by a Captain Armstrong of the American Lega- 
tion, to their national drink, the cocktail.^' 

"And are old friends by this time,^* soliloquized the 
Friar. 

"The gentleman in question is famous for his cock- 
tails, and also his compliments," observed the Devil. 
" They are both exquisite. It is said he wins his fair 
friends with one and the men with the other." 

" And some women relish both," chimed in the Friar. 

"That, in itself, would not be surprising," continued 
the Devil. "They are both swallowed easily, and enter 
the system most insidiously. The general effect is so pleas- 
ing that in the self-gratified end one overlooks the means, 
and ascribing the result to a mutual affinity, presto 1 
one swears by him." 

"To make people satisfied with you," said the Friar, 
" one must first make them satisfied with themselves." 

"Well, he certainly hits the mark every time," cried 
Carmen. 

"Those Yankees," murmured the Friar in an audible 
stage whisper, "have the reputation of always hitting 
what they aim at." 

De Castro snorted and twirled his moustache angrily. 
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He did not overlike these dashing Americans, for rea- 
sons of which history hath record. Further, he was not 
altogether prepared to take it for granted, and especially 
in this naval attache's case, that lucky in war was neces- 
sarily unlucky in love. That nation, having upset a great 
many maxims of an ancient race, would scarcely, he fan- 
cied, stop even at the demolishing of an adage, no matter 
how ancient and established that adage might be. 

His uneasiness was not lost upon Carmen. 

" And he is certainly past master of the art of tEe two," 
she continued tantalizingly. ^^Both require the master 
hand and the artistic knack of blending differentials into 
a perfect component. To my fancy, a perfect compliment 
is very like a cocktail in this subtle and delicate mixture. 
It must first have a good foundation of deep sincerity of 
voice and manner; be toned up convincingly with a trifle 
— a mere trifle — of the bitters of truth, be delicately sweet- 
ened with judicious flattery, and finally topped off with 
the fruit of well chosen and dainty wording.^' 

^' Exactly,^^ assented the Devil. ** And let one excel in 
these two accomplishments and they are as useful keys 
in society as blood or money.*' 

"I presume, Madame," queried De Castro, somewhat 
jealously, ^^that you indulged in both?" 

^^I did," replied Carmen lightly, ^^but I took a little 
salt with the one and seltzer with the other. Those are 
modifying agents, you know." 

" Some there are," quoth the Devil, '^ who preach that 
life should be all salt and seltzer." 

*^Well, for my part," replied Carmen, ^^I prefer that 
it should be all cocktails and compliments." 

She took De Castro's arm, and waving adieu, continued: 
'^To borrow a sentiment from my operatic chum. The 
Lost One, I would say, ^ Let me bask in every pleasure.' " 
She paused at the doorway, and with an exquisite finesse 
and tone color sang the last stanza of that charming finale 
to the first act of " La Traviata." 

As the warbling trills of the final lines died away in 
an echoing crescendo, she disappeared with her escort into 
the engulfing obscurity of the conservatory. 
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'' Let me see/^ nmsed the Devil. " What does that re- 
mind me of ? Ah ! I have it ! The finale of the garden 
scene from Faust. A derisive and diabolical laugh, I 
should say, would fit in here very nicely.'^ He gave vent 
to as sardonic a " Ha ! ha ! ^^ as a man of his good diges- 
tion could very well. 

^^And the result will, I imagine, be the same,^' com- 
mented the Friar. 

" The modern conservatory,^' said the Devil, ^^ is a most 
useful element in my business — of course, I mean my as- 
sumed character.'' 

*^ And which fits you so well," interjected the Friar. 

" Ah ! far better than yours," continued the Devil. 
*'Have you ever thought what could society, or, for the 
matter of that, the novel or the drama do without the con- 
servatory — that baneful hothouse which breeds the erotic 
and exotic orchids of illicit love ? " 

^^ No, I can't say I ever did," replied the Friar. " But 
it is curious how society not only condones but often 
applauds the debauchment of another's wife. Hundreds 
of hosts to-day will invite and seat together parties known 
to be illicitly interested, and yet exclude the husband. But 
our game is meeting many setbacks, let us once more re- 
sume." 

Dolly and De Castro sought a secluded corner of the 
conservatory which by a rare foresight of the host was only 
lighted by a few lanterns, a la Japanese. They preempted 
a rustic chair, secluded in a clump of palms and facing a 
tiny tinkling fountain, where a marble Cupid revelled in 
the splashing crystal streams of falling spray. All was 
soothingly and amorously quiet. There might have been 
other couples somewhere about, but then the loudness of 
a kiss is never or by no means a criterion of its fervency. 
After a preliminary tiff over the American attach^ they 
played at a little lover's game invented by Dolly. She 
would take a long puff of her Egyptian cigarette, blowing 
the smoke into her escort's mouth; he would inhale it 
with every evidence of delight. This, so far as it went, 
was harmless enough. Suddenly Dolly leaned forward 
and held his h^d steadily with her both hands. Theix 
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as he sat quite steady she released him and carefully ar- 
ranged a stray curl of her coiffure. 

^^ What now, may I ask ? ^^ queried De Castro. 

^'Hush; don't stir/' cried Dolly, ^'I am looking at my 
reflection in your eyes — ^they make excellent mirrors, 
There, now, you may move.^' 

^' La Belle Carmen," cried De Castro fervently, *^ if you 
would look into my heart, there also, would you find your 
image reflected." 

^^Eeflections suggest mirrors," said Dolly quizzically, 
*' and mirrors are easily broken." 

" And so are hearts, I might add," rejoined De Castro. 
*^But your image is and will be with me forever. And 
before it like some enshrined divinity — ever glows the 
altar-flame of my love. Enkindled by an erstwhile single 
glance of your brilliant eyes it burns ever, fed eternally by 
an unwearied gladsome hope and gently fanned by the 
insistent memory of your seductive charms. In the some- 
times gloomy darkness of my despair it yet brightly shines, 
serving as a tiny beacon light which bids me yield not to 
an utter hopelessness. Ofttimes I think the tiny god of 
Love, in its fire must warm his numb hands chilled by 
the coldness of her at whom his nerveless fingers dare not 
ehoot a dart. 

^^ Again, let you but be near and this tiny flame be- 
comes a mighty blaze, which volcjino-like overflows the 
crater of my heart, until my very veins run liquid fire and 
every fibre of my being is consumed for love of thee and 
thee alone." 

In reply Dolly simply blew a cloud of smoke in his face, 
which he breathed in with delight. 

*'The rarest perfumed cigarette will ever seem insipid 
after this memory," commented De Castro, as he gazed 
full into her dark moist eyes. 

In playful reproof she tapped his cheek lightly with her 
tiny open hand. Endeavoring in sport to master her De Cas- 
tro grasped her by the wrist. She instantly yielded the 
other hand with equal dexterity. Putting one arm about 
her waist, the better to control her, his hand pressed full 
upon the satiny warm softness of her full upper arm. The 
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contact was like a spark to the gunpowder of his enchained 
passion. In a flash his conventional reserve was thrown to 
the winds. All 'his senses intoxicated he quickly drew 
away the mantilla ahout her shoulders. The satiny sheen 
of her bosom and shoulders gleamed softly and temptingly 
in the obscurity of the semi-darkness. Overcome by the 
storm within him he ruthlessly extinguished his burning 
ardor in fierce passionate kisses upon the perfumed shoul- 
ders, and then exhausted by the fierceness of his own pas- 
sion held her to his bosom in a close embrace. 

He breathed as in a languorous dream, the perfume of 
her breath, her hair, and the jasmine in her corsage. An 
overwhelming, voluptuous warmth seemed to exhale from 
her, enveloping her corporal body like an indescribable 
nebulous. 

Overcome by the suddenness of it all Dolly first lay quiet 
and trembling in his strong embrace. His hot breath upon 
her cheek was like that of some fierce animal about to de- 
vour her. She shivered in a delicious dread of this en- 
trancing passion. De Castro felt her hand close on his, 
and the tiny grasp was like steel. Then with a sudden 
excess of emotion she kissed him again, and again. In a 
second, across her brain, inflamed by wine and passion, had 
flashed a full realization of how futile and commonplace 
were the ties and conventionalities of her married life, as 
weighed in the balance with the consuming and irresistible 
cataclysm of passion which now overwhelmed her. It was 
a fierce animalism, conquering and crushing all that was 
in her of a higher order. 

Yet this was but the climax that had slowly but surely 
all along been working up to its logical outlet. 

This man, she found, played upon her mental and phys- 
ical sensibilities as if she were some delicately strung 
aoelian, and he the warm, surging south wind. 

With a deep, exhausted sigh she sank back inertly in his 
embracing arms, and they clung together in an eloquent 
silence, without a word being spoken. They now fully 
understood each other. 

The fountain musically tinkled its tireless chanson^ 
(^amopr to the smiling Cupid, AU ^-bout them the f oli-« 
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age responded flutteringly to the soft caress of some stray 
breeze. From the supper-room eddied the vague strains 
of music — almost the shadow of a sound — ^the palpitating 
wailing melody of the passion motif from *^ Tristan and 
Isolde.'^ 

After a few moments of enraptured and mutual bliss, 
Dolly stirred faintly and languidly, like a child waking 
from sleep. 

De Castro softly caressed her waving hair, soothing with 
his cool hands the fevered forehead. 

"This must have been always/^ she softly whispered. 
"It must have been always, yet it seemed only of late. 
I cannot remember when first I felt it. Yet now it has 
me, body and soul. It suddenly and strangely took pos- 
session of me, and grew — and grew — day by day, steadily 
and strongly. Why it was, I did not know and did not 
care. And now — ah, now — ^you must love me always, 
Manuel, always. We are all now to each other that man 
and woman can be. We are alone and the whole world 
is nothing. Manuel, you will love me for all time? '^ 

" For all time,^^ he replied, kissing the throbbing tem- 
ples. " Dolly, I loved you from the first day I ever saw 
you. I followed you for weeks, like a patient dog, happy 
to be simply near you. To even accidentally touch your 
dress in the confusion of a crowd was to receive a, thrill 
of pleasure that was almost a pain. When I made your 
acquaintance my real happiness began. What joy it was 
to be merely within the magic and magnetic region in 
which you moved — what happiness to breathe the same 
air as you — ^to catch a passing scent of perfume. Those 
were my petty and prized joys. On my way home at night 
from play or club I would make a detour simply to pass 
your abode. I would stand and gaze at the window of 
what I fancied was your room and imagine you sweet and 
serene in slumber. And when that blessed chance came 
for me to give my blood for your life no martyr ever 
poured his out for his Christ more happily than I. Those 
days following I suffered the tortures of the damned, yet 
feared lest I be too precipitate. Every time I saw you 
with him who was your aJBBianced was to me a fresh 
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scourging. But those pangs were as nought to what I 
endured when you married. The most miserable wretch 
in the lowest depths of hell could scarcely suffer more 
than I did. You in the arms of another ! The thought 
was madness in itself. While you were away on your 
honeymoon I neither ate nor slept. I sought but did not 
find kind forgetfulness in liquor and gambling. Your 
image was always before me. I feared in my distraction 
that I had lost you forever." 

'^ Manuel ! " exclaimed Dolly, ^^ you must indeed have 
suffered. But now all is over. All shall be atoned for 
thricefold. Though married to him I was ever faithful 
to you. Faithful in thought, in word and in deed. He 
fancied, poor fool, that he possessed the kernel, when he 
had but the husk. I go to you, Manuel, as pure in all in- 
tent as if I had never known another. I have waited long 
for this moment, and now we shall be happy forever. We 
shall live our life fast and furious. Better that love should 
be cremated — aye, consumed to very ashes — in the flames 
of an all-consuming passion than it should be buried and 
slowly rot in the grave of a possible weariness bom of 
satiety. Yours is a true love, Manuel. I feel that at 
last I shall know bliss." 

The melody of passion without had now swelled into 
a thrilling, surging crescendo — ^an apotheosis of amorous 
strains. 

'^ You shall be loved, my queen," cried Manuel. ^^ Thy 
arms are lovers tendrils which I feign would have about 
me even though they drag down to perdition. Every hair 
of your head is a golden chain which binds me to thee. 
Thine eyes are twin magnets which hold me with irresis- 
tible force and charm. Thy mouth is a fire-tipped vol- 
cano of slumbering, passionate kisses, on the brink of 
which I would hover even though it were my destruction. 
For you, I would cheerfully spend eternity in hell. You 
are my hope, my life, my god." 

** Manuel, yours is a true love. You fire me with an 
uncontrollable passion. I would wish you to bruise me 
with caresses and tear my lips with savage kisses. Every 
fibre of my being, every drop of blood in my veins 
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always longed restlessly and unsatisfied for I knew not 
what. To-night, in your arms, I realized what that void 
in my life was. I want the madness of passion, and you 
alone can love me as I wish." 

" You shall be loved as woman never was before. Our 
love will be a mad, unreasoning and surfeiting delirium 
of satiated desires. The true lover should adore his mis- 
tress as the devotee adores his idol." 

*^We shall be — we must be — happy," murmured Dolly. 
Again with a deep sigh she sank unresistingly into his 
strong arms. Again he kissed the trembling, feverish 
mouth, and caressed her soft burnished tresses. The spell 
was broken by a rustling in the foliage. A voice cried:— 

*^ Carmen, Carmen, where are you?" 

Quickly jumping to her feet Dolly encountered The 
Lost One, who greeted her with a peculiarly knowing 
smile. They held a brief whispered conversation. The 
Lost One, seeing she was obviously ^^ de trop/^ retired 
quickly. 

^^They have sent for him — ^my husband,'* explained 
Dolly. " We are in for a scene. The fool will presumably 
force an issue, and to his undoing. It will be at least an 
excuse for an open rupture." 

^^Then we shall go away together, and this very 
night ! " exclaimed De Castro earnestly. 

*^ Go away together," murmured Dolly, a little stunned 
by the suddenness of it all. 

*^ Yes, and this very night ! " again cried De Castro. 
'^We shall and we must go. You belong to me. You 
were made for me. Is not my blood in your veins? Did 
I not give my vitality to give you life? It is only fate." 

^^ We shall go ! " she cried, with a sudden determina- 
tion. "We are one blood; we shall be one flesh. I 
choose," she continued. " Give me him who loves me to 
actual idolatry, him who stimulates my love to an unreason- 
ing frenzy — and you are he, Manuel. I am heartily tired 
of him and this London. I long for Spain, for the sun, 
and for you, Manuel. You are my sun. I long for you 
{^8 the fjozeji earth longs for its warmth," 
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*' You drive me mad/' he murmured, hoarsely and pasr- 
sionately. 

*^ I wish to drive you mad — mad with love/' 

She jumped to her feet, and casting aside her mantilla 
stood before him. The flashing eye, the heaving breast 
and voluptuous form all vividly suggested the wanton 
gypsy of undying fame. 

*^See?'' she cried. *^Am I not beautiful — am I not 
desirable? You must not regret your purpose. We go 
to-night.^^ 

She sang softly, a,8 she poised before him: — 

Amor ! Amor ! Amor ! Amor 1 
Pues el amor es el senor de todo. 

Y nunca usard los grillos de la fria ley. 
Si no me amas, yo te amo, 

Y si yo te amo, ten cuidado I 

Manuel drew her down to him. ^' Ah, Dolores ! '^ he 
exclaimed. *^ If such a woman as ^ Carmen ' ever lived, 
and if there is anything at all in the reincarnation, then 
thou art * Carmen ' and she was thou.'' 

Eising again, she elevated her arms to arrange her dis- 
ordered hair, throwing out in rounded symmetry her peer- 
less bust. 

*^ One of the sex's most tempting poses ! " cried Manuel, 
embracing her. "You have never looked fairer or more 
distracting than to-night. You are like the jasmine, 
which is most fragrant and sweetest at night. It is the 
flower of my country, and like you, the fairest and sweetest 
flower in the world to me. To-night I behold together 
that flower and the woman of my heart." 

*^When we — ^are together," replied Dolly, "you shall 
have them both in one. To borrow a hint from the French, 
I shall, with a hypodermic syringe, inject its perfume 
beneath my skin. But come," she exclaimed, "we must 
now prepare to meet our main difiiculty half ways, for we 
can scarcely leave before his arrival." 

Arm in arm they slowly returned to the ante-room; 
each still nervougly thrilled with the emotion of their ii;- 
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terview. Th'fe Devil and the Friar had finished their game. 
The Friar was totally cleaned out. Not only had he lost 
all his beads but even his cross. This standing for ten 
pounds he 'had staked on a last and desperate venture, 
hoping on the strength of an exceptionally good hand to 
recoup his losses. But the Devil had gone him better, and 
added the emblem to his pile; a sad commentary on the 
everlasting triumph of evil over good. 

Hailing a passing waiter De Castro ordered wine. Dolly 
stepped over to the table and picked up the cards. "I 
would feign see,*' ehe exclaimed, ^^what the cards say is 
in store for me." 

As she shuffled them one slipped from her hands and 
floated slowly to the floor, face downward. ^^What falls 
to the floor comes to the door," she cried. 

The Devil regaining it, extended it to her, and said: 

"Accept this omen from the hands of Satan." 

" Mon Dieu ! " she cried in mock alarm — ^' the seven of 
spades. A bad omen — ^trouble, perhaps a calamity. 
Enough — I will look no further. Sufficient for the night 
is the evil thereof." 

She drank gayly the glass of champagne proflEered by 
De Castro, who cried: "A fig for the fates. Ma belle !" 

*^ Aye, a fig for the fates," she echoed. 

Suddenly the sensuous strains of the dance music from 
Carmen were wafted in harmonious waves into the room. 
With a tiny pew stul Dolly sprang lightly into the centre 
of the room. For an instant she stood daintily and grace- 
fully poised. Then to the surprise and delight of her lim- 
ited circle of spectators she began the bolero. 

Her first movement was a graceful and languorous wav- 
ing of her white arms above her head, showing to its fullest 
perfection her exquisitely moulded form. This she accom- 
panied with a supple and serpent-like twist of her body 
at the hips. Then she swayed slowly and alluringly from 
side to side, all the while gently tip-toeing the floor with 
her tiny feet, displaying to advantage the high instep and 
gracefully turned ankle. In this poise, with the panting 
quiver of the palpitating bust, the languid flash of the semi- 
closed, coquettish eyes, and the parted poppy lips revealing 
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the gleam of pearly teeth, she presented a graceful apothe- 
osis of a dainty and subtilized sensuality, llie charm of the 
picture permeating all, they watched her in an entranced 
silence. The tempo of the music quickening her move- 
ments became more animated and abandoned. The gleam- 
ing satiny arms waxed from side to side, rising, falling and 
quivering in a bewilderment of graceful evolutions. 

Her dreamy, languorous movements quickened into a 
voluptuous, tempestuous swaying of the whole body. The 
clinging and ever-shifting laces and silkiness of her lin- 
gerie floated in a fleecy confusion about her, swiriing like 
a creamy whirlpool of surf about the vortex of her limbs. 
Her spectators became unavoidably aware at this point 
that the cinctures so caressingly embracing the soft full- 
ness of her limb above the knee were of orange silk with 
bows of the same material held in place by large and 
magnificent topazes. De Castro and the Devil were wildly 
enthusiastic, both loudly shouiting "bravos," even the 
Friar became mildly interested. Stimulated by their ap- 
proval and the intoxication of the pulsating melody Doll/s 
dance became an abandoned frenzy. With eyes gleaming 
like burning coals and her hair tossing with the mad 
movements she seemed like some wild gypsy whirling in a 
maddened saturnalia of abandonment. 

And it was upon this scene that Eric Singleton attended 
by Doctor Archbell and a man servant suddenly entered. 
His voice, strangely stem with indignation, sounded 
clear and startling above the turmoil of music, dance and 
approval. 

" Stop ! *' he almost shouted, *' are you woman or 
devil ? '' 

He was ominously white with the pallor of an intense 
anger. Across his forehead a swollen vein showed dark 
and distorted as if it would burst through the distended 
skin. Not at all nonplused Dolly with a wild defiance in 
her eyes made two or three more turns. Stopping with a 
careless reluctance she sauntered over to one of the 
armored figures, using the polished surface of its breast- 
plate as a mirror to arrange the jasmine in her hair. There 
was silence for a full minute. The Friar and the Devil 
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felt and looked their embarrassment. De Castro simply 
stood still to one side with an air of quiet but determined 
expectancy. Dolly, having arranged her hair to Iier satis- 
faction, now with hands on her hips walked about de- 
fiantly, carelessly humming Garments love song. 

Eric Singleton was the first to break the painful silence. 
Turning to the waiting servant he said sharply: ^^ Bring 
Mrs. Singleton's wraps and order her carriage at once/^ 

He spoke coldly and deliberately as if suppressing his 
surging anger. 

When the servant left he addressed his wife: ^^ My ar- 
rival, it would seem, was most opportune,^' he said severely. 
"Not satisfied in coming here in that costume, in direct 
defiance to my wishes, you must now disgrace yourself and 
me by behaving in this shameless manner .'' 
Well ? " replied Dolly tersely. 

You will kindly prepare to leave with me, and at once," 
he replied. " As your husband, I command you to do so." 

" Oh, you command ! Very well, I refuse.^^ 

" Would you have me use force ? '* 

" Force ? '^ she laughed scornfully. " K you dare ! " 

" This is no place for a scene or a discussion,^^ replied 
Mr. Singleton restraining himself with only the utmost 
effort. The servant now entered with the wraps. Taking 
her cloak Eric approached and endeavored to place it about 
her shoulders. With a quick petulant motion she threw 
it to the fioor. Eric caught her by the wrist quickly and 
tightly and endeavored to pick up the discarded cloak. 

Striking at him angrily with her free hand, Dolly cried: 
** Manuel ! Manuel ! ^^ 

De Castro stepped doggedly forward. 

*' Ah ! ^* cried Eric, struck at once by the appeal and the 
familiar use of the name. " So you are her champion — ^the 
abbettoT in her shame, and the guide in her resolutions. 
All is far worse than I expected. ^Twould have been well 
if I had regarded friendly warnings in regard to you long 
ago.'^ 

He advanced threatingly toward De Castro, who stood 
his ground. Dr. Archbell hastily interposed between the 
two. 
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Gentlemen ! " he cried, ^^ you must avoid this; a vnl- 
gai" scuffle between two gentlemen under a host's roof 
iirould be disgraceful/' 

" You can scarcely expect me to be calm under the cir- 
cumstances/' replied Eric. " I must have some explana- 
tion with this man." 

" Sir, I am at your service," said Manuel bowing politely. 
" I regret this open rupture and am prepared to give you 
all the satisfaction that one gentleman can give another." 

^^ I scarcely understand you. I cannot descend to the 
level of fisticuffs in my host's house. I am an English 
gentleman." 

^^ You are an English milksop," cried Dolly coming for- 
ward. 

" I mean the code," explained De Castro, '^ but such 
things are arranged better out of England. If you could 
meet me on French soil say, everything could be arranged 
satisfactorily." 

" What does this mean ? " queried Eric sadljr nonplussed 
at this unexpected state of affairs. 

" It means," said Dolly going over to Manuel and tak- 
ing his arm, •^that I love him and hate you. Blood is 
thicker than water. You are water. That is, milk and 
water, — ^nothing more. It means further, that I do not 
put one foot imder your roof to-night — or ever again. It 
means that we go off together. Not the commonplace 
affair of a ladder and a moonlight night, but free and 
above board." 

Eric Singleton's features were contorted with grim 
anguish as he heard these blasting words. He stood 
stunned and almost helpless. Floating in on a wave of 
music from the supper-room sounded the semi-hysterical 
laughter of tipsy women, and then a flood of gruff mas- 
culine laughter. It seemed to mock his grief. 

In a helpless, dazed manner he asked: " Have you taken 
leave of your senses, or are you intoxicated ? " 

** Never more sober or sane in my life," flippantly an- 
swered Dolly. 

*^ Great God I " he exclaimed, staggering with emotion, 
as the significance of the thing struck him. ^^ And you ? '' 
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he a&ked turning to De Castro, " what part do yon take in 
this ? '' 

*^ There is but one part for me to play now. I have 
mentioned it before/' answered De Castro. 

" As a member of decent society and a son of a clergy- 
man of the Established Church of England, I cannot stain 
my hands with human blood," replied Eric, restraining 
himself with a great effort. 

Ah, your hands 1 ^' sarcastically observed De Castro. 

You appear to take a great deal for granted.^' 

^^ You appear to wish to force a quarrel.*' 
Bah ! You stand on your prosy conventional fashion 
and talk platitudes,'' cried Dolly. ^^If you would strike 
me and kill him, I would 'hate you, but I might respect 
you." 

This taunt from his wife's lips struck home and Eric's 
anger overcame his self-repression. With a frappe pre- 
science he slowly and coolly drew off his evening gloves, 
and with them deliberately slapped De Castro across the 
face. De Castro flushed, and half withdrew his rapier. 
Eric, on entering, had never lost sight, even in spite of 
his desire to avoid a quarrel, of the sword discarded bj 
Romeo, which dangled from a chair. Snatching it up 
hastily he threw the scabbard with a clang into the comer, 
and bending the flexible blade to test its temper, stood on 
the defensive. 

^^You shall have your satisfaction, and at once," he 
cried. ^^ Kindly choose your second. Prof. Cinderbox, 
you will please attend me in that capacity. A little later, 
Doctor, you can officiate in your professional capacity." 

" What ! " exclaimed the Doctor, " a duel in a London 
drawing-room in this, the nineteenth century. The idea 
is ridiculous and melodramatic' 

"I am determined. Doctor," said Erie firmly. "All 
this has been forced upon me, and patience has its limits." 

In bewilderment Dr. Archbell addressed the Devil. 

*^ Are you going to be an accomplice in this nasty busi- 
ness ? " he asked. 

" Nasty business ! " exclaimed the Devil in indignation - 
*^One would think that it were a common burglary or 
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highway robbery instead of one man merely going to run 
off with another's wife, and offering him a gentleman's 
satisfaction/' With an exasperating nonchalenee he added: 
*^ Something, barring the satisfaction, in the most perfect 
taste nowadays in good society." 

^^ Then this is unavoidable ? " asked Dr. Archbell of 
Eric. 

^'It is,'' firmly replied Eric. "I cannot draw back 
now." 

" What ! you are going to fight right here ? " queried 
the Friar. 

" Certainly; why not ? " replied the Devil. The Friar 
pointed significantly to the dining-room. 

" Poof ! " exclaimed the Devil, ^^ that crowd is too busy 
eating and drinking to be disturbed even by an earth- 
quake," he added in a whisper. ^^ Besides, they might both 
think better of it by to-morrow." 

"Very good, then," said the Friar stepping to Ericas 
side, *^I will look after Mr. Singleton's side." 

" And I," said the Devil to De Castro, " will represent 
your interests. I have an operatic reputation for invari- 
ably bringing my man out the better in these affairs." 

Dr. Archbell mentally commented on the result of a 
duel where the husband was seconded by a monk and the 
lover by the devil. He glanced at Dolly who was coolly 
watching the proceedings. She was the prize. He noted 
the tiny sensitive mouth, as vividly scarlet as the jasmine 
flower in her corsage; the great black eyes with their long 
fringed lids; and the crowning confusion of softly gleam- 
ing corn-floss hair. Her expression, even now, was seraphic 
in its innocence, the slight suspicion of poudre riz applied 
to offset the glare of the artificial light being like the 
dusted npllen of some exquisite flower. 

" Ah,women," he soliloquized, " what living, breathing 
lies ! With beaten in their face and hell in their hearts. 
Fair poisonous flowers showing a smiling face to the world 
and drawing nourishment from the putrefying mucky 
depths of some morass." 

Stripping off their waistcoats the two antagonists faced 
each other. The rapiere were measured and found to b^ 
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of equal lengtih. Th&y were effective, well-tempered 
weapons, by no means of the stage or mere showy descrip- 
tion. Hardly had the word been given when they attacked 
with a fire and fury that presaged a serious ending. The 
two were well matched. De Castro had somewhat the ad- 
vantage of weight and muscular superiority, but Eric off- 
set this by his agility. It was evident at once that both 
were superior swordsmen. The Spaniard, of course, was 
accustomed to the use of the rapier from childhood, while 
Eric, on his part, was counted among the most expert 
members of the Fencers^ Club. The combat was carried on 
in perfect silence. 

The brilliant, dashing selection rendered by the orches- 
tra outside — ^' The Eide of the Valkyries ^^ — ^made an ad- 
mirable accompaniment to the clashing of the steel blades 
and the agile movements of the antagonists. The bursts 
of laughter from the dining-room were becoming more 
frequent and louder. The champagne was quickly getting 
to the heads of the gay, unsuspecting diners. Making a 
particularly fierce onslaught Eric broke down the other^s 
guard and slightly pricked him on the arm. At the sight 
of the blood Dolly screamed and would have rushed to his 
side, but was restrained by Dr. Archbell. 

'^ Ah, you fear for your lover,^^ exclaimed Eric bitterly. 

Dropping his rapier he sprang at her in a frenzy of an- 
gered grief, forcing her against the wall. One hand was 
twisted tightly in her corsage; with the other he tore the 
flowers from her hair and bosom. " You accursed woman,'* 
he almost shrieked, ^^ I could find it in my heart to kill you 
on the spot.'* 

Before the others could take action she had drawn a 
jeweled dagger pin from her hair and jabbed viciously at 
his eyes, cutting him on the forehead and drawing the 
blood. 

Dr. Archbell and the Friar quickly seized him and 
forced him into a chair, where he struggled ineffectually 
in a perfect paroxysm of frenzy. 

^^We are awaiting your pleasure, gentlemen,*' said the 
Devil impatiently. De Castro stood coolly on guard, bend- 
ing his pliant blade. 
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In a mad, headlong and unreasoning onslaught Eric 

again attacked his opponent. Put on his mettle by the 

Tiger of the attack De Castro now assumed the offensive. 

There was a rapid exchange of thrusts and parries, the 

Spaniard's coolness in marked contrast to the other's. 

frenzy. After a brilliant play of point and counter points, 

De Castro made a rapid thrust and then stepped back. 

Eric staggered forward a few steps, whirled slowly about in 

a dazed, swaying manner and sank to his knees. One 

hand clutched at his shirt where it was dyed ruddy red 

with blood. For an instant he remained in this almost 

mutely supplicating position and then with a sudden spurt 

of strength reached for the sword which had fallen from 

his hand. It was beyond 'his reach, and the movement 

caused him to fall full length. With pallid face, contorted 

with pain, he half rose on his elbow, and extended one 

hand pleadingly to his wife. He endeavored to speak, but 

the blood welling up in his throat choked him, and with 

a crimson stream trickling from his mouth he sank down 

with a moan. A tremendous tumult of laughter from the 

supper-room sounded loud above the joyous strains of the 

music, and was followed by noisy applause; a certain lady 

— ^had just told a particularly risque story to a select coterie 

at her table. 

The Friar quickly pillowed the wounded man's head in 
his lap, while the physician in his incongruous costume 
knelt by his side and examined the wound. The rest stood 
in silence. The Devil struck a practical chord in the con- 
fusion. "Senor,'' he said to De Castro, ^^I am at your 
service to any further extent. The first step is to leave this 
house and the country." 

" Of a necessity,'' replied the Spaniard. ^^ I thank you 
for your kindness. We will need other clothes, above 
all things. Dolly," he said, turning to her, ^^it is now 
imperative that we leave England at once." 

*^ At once, and forever, Manuel," she replied, gathering 
up her wraps. Without a glance at the man on the floor 
she took Manuel's arm. 

** Madame," said the Devil, extending his arm also, 
. ^^ woman proposes and the devil disposes " Pausing at 
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the doorway, as the Devil raised the portiere, she turned 
and curiously regarded the group on the floor. The 
Devil, still holding the portiere aside, they were bathed 
in the sanguinary refulgence of a gigantic ruby lamp 
swinging in the hall outside. It was as if they were about 
to enter the very portals of hades itself, with Lucifer as 
their guide and sponsor. Eric Singleton, in falling, had 
staggered almost over to the entrance of the conserva- 
tory. There he now lay with the Fool by his side and the 
Friar at his head. The cold radiance of the moon, filter- 
ing ghastly green through the conservatory roof, fell full 
upon them. Its uncanny, enshrouding nebulous was as 
if the very breath of the grave itself were upon its victim. 
From the supper-room the tumult of laug'hing voices vied 
with the strains of ravishing melody, the well-bred satur- 
nalia being constantly punctuated by the volleying pops of 
champagne corks. For a full moment Dolly regarded the 
group. 

'^ Voila ! Another tableau ! '* she cried mockingly. 
^^ Behold ! Birds of a feather flock together.^^ And the 
World, the Flesh and the Devil went out into the night. 



In the first few moments of the excitement and con- 
fusion consequent to the discovery of the tragedy, there 
had ensued a strange mistake, and to the undoing of The 
Lost One. In conjunction with a few more choice spirits 
of the same ilk she formed one of a very noisy and con- 
genial party in a secluded corner of the supper-room. 
Soon, over some petty difference, Sappho and she had 
indulged in a more or less heated argument. Sappho, 
true to the fieriness of her character, abruptly ended it 
by dashing a glass of wine into her opponent's face. It 
struck The Lost One full in the eye. The artistic back- 
ground setting off that brilliant orb immediately dissolved, 
and streaking down her cheek carried in its course the 
dainty touch of heightened color on her Ladyship's cheek 
tips. 

The tout ensemhUy after its course was run, presented 
the horrifying appearance of a ghastly wound, extending 
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Tom eyebrow to chin. It was on her hurried way to the 
iressing-room to repair damages that The Lost One sud- 
lenly caught a fleeting view of the finale of the drama 
jnacted in the ante-room. With an artisticly modulated 
ind well-bred shriek she made a graceful and Bernhardt- 
ike fall on a near-by couch. There she swooned away 
in a most lady-like and picturesque pose, one limb being 
thrown with studied carelessness over the edge of the 
eouch, for Lady Gladys had a most remarkably well-turned 
ankle. 

The first servant alarmed by her cries, and finding her 
in a dead faint, presumed she was the victim of the 
tragedy of which as yet he had but a confused idea. He 
hastily dashed the contents of a water carafe into her 
face, completing the havoc to her complexion. To make 
matters still worse, the now van-colored stream fil- 
tered most uncomfortably down her Ladyship's back and 
bosom. It completely ruined a pair of violet silk stays, 
and as she confidently told a friend next day, marked her 
body from the waist up with the diversified tints of a cir- 
cus freak. This douche brought The Lost One to in a 
trice, and the poor, trembling servant cowered before her 
just anger and the flashing of her eyes, the fire and sparkle 
of which nothing could diminish, seeing that they flamed 
with a brilliancy inspired by champagne and a drop or 
two of belladonna taken on a lump of sugar. The ser- 
vant quickly escaped, realizing that while man may be 
^^ fearfully and wonderfully made," woman is still more 
fearfully and wonderfully made up. 

Muffled up in her opera cloak The Lost One made a 
hasty exit to her carriage, her anger heightened by the 
knowledge that owing to her mishap she could, take no 
part in the excitement, which was now at a tremendous 
height. 

She had scarcely gotten home and repaired damages 
when the Devil was announced. 

The Lost One greeted him enthusiastically. " Oh, Fm 
so glad you dropped in," she cried. " Fm just dying to 
hear all the news.'' 

^^And I, on my part/' growled the Devil, "am just 
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dying for a bite and a drink. Fve been half ove^' London 
since midnight. For the present I would say that Dolly 
Singleton and De Castro are now safely aboard the Dover 
Express and bound for Paris — ^but not another word until 
I sup.^^ 

A petit soupier, which might really be termed; a break- 
fast, was served in the cosy boudoir. 

" Now, then,^' cried The Lost One, lighting a cigarette, 
" begin at the beginning, and do not skip a single, solitary 
detail.'^ 

And so chatting, they lingered in the scarlet monotone 
of the bijou apartment until the gray dawn stole in the 
stained glass windows. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

DOCTOB ABCHBELL^S STARTLING THEOBT. 

Apteb the dazzling, spectacular magnificence of a set- 
piece of fireworks, which has brilliantly blazed its 
ephemeral course, in a grim, painful contrast, one is con- 
fronted by the bare, blackened and distorted skeleton of 
the debris. Ofttimes, too, there is a melancholy interest 
in digging over the embers. 

In scarcely less marked contrast was the Pettibone-Pea- 
body mansion after the visitation of the uninvited guests 
of scandal and tragedy. The last guests gone, only a few 
yawning footmen held a weary vigil in the long, draughty 
halls. The ball-room was a vast, silent dreariness; the 
supper-room a disordered wilderness of scattered tables and 
overturned chairs, the floor covered with a confused debris 
of broken china, empty bottles and discarded favors. 
Above all lingered the stifling, sickening fumes of stale 
champagne and cigarette smoke, dominated by the exhala- 
tion of scores of smouldering, snuflEy candles. 

After the contretempts, the exit had been general and 
precipitate. Society scattered in chattering, bustling con- 
fusion to boudoir, supper-room or club caf6s. 

" Tout h monde est sage apres coup/^ 

So each said to the other: " What did I tell you? " and 
society had its choice tidbit of scandal for the usual nine 
days^ gossip. 

Now came the more serious aftermath of the social sen- 
sation. 

Eric Singleton had been at once carried upstairs and 
made comfortable in a guest chamber. Doctor Archbell, 
after a further examination, found the wound, which had 
slightly pierced the upper right lung, to be, after medical 
parlance, ^* dangerous but not necessarily fata]/- 
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In view of all matters concerned, he decided to have his 
patient removed at once to Professor Castlemaine's house. 
A home from which a guilty wife had fled would scarcely 
have a favorable effect upon his patient. A carriage was 
placed at his disposal. Leaving the wounded man to the 
care of a hastily aroused confrere and Professor Cinder- 
box, he decided to start on ahead and prepare the father 
for the sad news of this double calamity. 

He made his way through the empty, dismal halls to the 
dressing-room, and discarding his belled cap merely cov- 
ered his costume with a top-coat. His mind was in a con- 
fused tangle of perplexity as he passed out into the night. 
He found it a sorry enough task to frame words to tell 
this tale of a daughter's disgrace; and above all his 
thoughts were vastly disturbed by the underlying theory 
of the rapid events of the evening. He was not so very 
much surprised that it should all have turned out as it did, 
for the doings of Dolly for the past half year had given 
him much food for reflection. Yet he felt that he must 
focus it all — ^what had happened now and what had gone 
before — into the logical and scientific explanation under- 
lying it all. 

He must give the father of this daughter a full and 
cogent diagnosis, which should be altogether clear to the 
other, and, at the same time, fully satisfactory to him- 
self. 

The outdoor conditions being crisp and clear he de- 
cided to walk in order to clear his faculties. 

The narcotic of the night lay heavy upon the city. 
Overhead the stars glittered like quivering globules of 
quicksilver scattered on a stretch of sable plush. Occa- 
sionally a rubber-tired hansom swooped silently along the 
asphalt pavement like some fierce fiery-eyed bird of prey 
skimming the surface. A pleasant relief to the oppres- 
siveness of it all was formed now and then by an early 
milk wagon rattling and jolting by like a piece of light 
artillery going into action. 

A few deep inhalations of the crisp, vitalizing air, to- 
gether with the exercise, served to restore his normal 
jnood. His thoughts, hitherto scattered wildly like a routed 
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regiment, now began to form in a logical coherency. By 
the time he reached the Castlemaine residence he was 
once more the cold professional man, and had formed his 
argument. 

All the haphazard theories which before lie had but 
scarcely dared to faintly consider he had now reconciled 
consistently with actual facts and evidenced results. 

As he ran up the. Castlemaine stoop he noticed the top 
floor was brilliantly lighted up, even at this late hour. 

^^ Humph ! ^^ he snorted. " It must, indeed, be a most 
interesting seance on to-night.^^ 

He was well accustomed to Mrs. Castlemaine's vagaries. 

A yawning man-servant opened the door for him. 

^^ The Professor is still up, sir,^* replied that factotum 
in answer to his question. ^^You will find him in the 
study.'' 

The physician entered unannounced. The room was in 
darkness save for a student lamp upon the desk and the 
roseate glow of a snapping wood fire. The Professor sat 
motionless at his desk, his head bowed on his hands and 
apparently in deep thought over some abstruse problem. 

^^ Everlastingly at his work,^^ thought the physician. 

He advanced, and as his friend looked up he was 
startled, as his professional instinct read in the other face 
evidence of a mind sorely troubled. For a moment he 
wondered if his errand had been anticipated. 

Without a word and apparently without noting the 
other's fantastic costume, the Professor handed him a let- 
ter couched in what Doctor Archbell readily recognized 
as Cythera's angular handwriting. The distressing facts 
it conveyed from daughter to father were nothing new to 
him. 

" I knew it all the time," he said simply. 

" And you kept it all from me ? " 

" For the better." 

'^ You certainly held your secret well." 

" I have many such secrets in my professional capacity,** 
replied the physician shortly. 

He laid Ms hand kindly on the other^s shoulder. It was 
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a liard teek to add this additional bitter draught to the 
other's cup of sorrow. 

'^ Arthur/^ he began, with some of the softness and 
familiarity of youth. " That is not the worst news for C 
you to-night/^ 

^' And can there be worse ? ^^ asked the father me- 
chanically. ^ 

'* Collect yourself. Arm yourself with all your reason ^ 
and fortitude/^ began the physician. • 

He told him the sorry story of what an evening had 
brough forth as quickly and as softly as he could. 

The father listened as in an unbelieving stupor. At its 
finish he made no comment nor movement, but sat 
dazedly staring into the fire. The physician instinctively ^ 
followed the workings of the other's mind. He knew that ij^ 
the parent within him was usurping the philosopher. A L 
great, a bitter and a painful rending of his being was tak- i^ 
ing place. A dormant faculty was welling up within i 
him. They sat in silence for fully five minutes. Sud- 
denly and startingly distinct above the almost oppressive 
quietness sounded the tinkling of a hand-bell. This was 
followed by a murmur of wondering voices. Then came 
the rattle and jingle of a tambourine. 

The Professor rose to his feet slowly and laboriously, 
like as if he were vastly aged even in that short time. 
When he spoke his voice was husky and almost inaudible 
with inward emotion. 

'^I must tell her of this. Doctor,^' he said decisively. 
*' She is their mother. Follow me.^' 

Alarmingly aroused from his temporary lethargy, he 
ran up the two flights of stairs with the quickness of 
youth. Doctor Archbell followed closely at his heels and 
wondered what might be the outcome of this sudden mood. 

Without knocking the angry savant threw open the door 
of his wife's room. A seance being in progress the room 
was in semi-darkness and, in hushed silence, the coterie sat 
in a half circle formed about a cabinet standing against thef 
back of the room. In the centre of this semi-circle sat 
Mrs. Singleton softly crooning to herself ia a piteous, 
liystericai and overwrpught state pf mind. 
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In the absorbed spirit of the moment none took cog- 
xizpnce of the intruders, and as the two men stood, for 
the moment dazed by the darkness, a bell rang within the 
cabinet and in a nasal, unctnons and theatrically impres- 
dve voice some one of the operators said: 

** Absolute silence is requested. Let no one make the 
slightest movement or for any reason leave their place. The 
manifestation is again to take place/^ 

It was then that Dr. Archbell sprang noiselessly into 
the room and quickly turned up the gas, flooding the place 
Ln a blaze of light. 

There were screams from the women and loud protesta- 
tions from the copule of men present, as all rose hurriedly 
Erom their seats and stood in confused embarrassment. 
Pushing through the dumb-stricken crowd, the physician 
sprang into the cabinet. There was a brief struggle, and 
he emerged dragging after him in a firm grip and with 
a none too gentle force, a slender youth still attired in 
Ihe blood-stained hunting-coat and cap of Mrs. Singleton's 
ill-fated brother. 

" You infernal impostor,'' cried the Doctor. '^ So this 
was to be the manifestation/' 

He forced the other by the throat up against the wall 
and tore the masquerading means of his deception from his 
back. Eunning him before him to the door, he kicked 
him down the first flight of stairs, heard him stumble 
down the next and stood in the hall until the hall door 
slammed after him. 

TJnnoting this incident Mrs. Singleton had, on their en- 
trance, run to her husband; the rest stood cuddled up in 
one comer like a flock of frightened sheep. 

Without noticing his wife or her mute appeal Professor 
Castlemaine took a position at the door. 

^' Out, you cursed charlatans ! " he cried. ^^ Out, every 
cursed one of you I Out as you fear for your lives ! " 

Awed by the menace of his voice and manner they all 
hurriedly scuttled out in guilty silence. 

The last one gone the Professor turned to his wife. She 
stood in a strange stupor, as if dazed by some stress of 
emotion, aQd wfis apparently quite lost to a full sense of 
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what had just taken place. Quivering with excitement 
she placed her hand on her husband^s arm, and as she 
spoke her voice trembled with a querulous joy. 

^^ Oh, Arthur ! '^ she cried hysterically. ^^ At last ! At 
last ! I have seen^ — I have talked with my dear brother. 
At last, in one happy minute his spirit has repaid my years 
of devotion and prayer. To-night he came — ^I heard his 
dear voice. He said — Oh, happy message, that I should < 

join him soon. That I ^^ She stopped short. There 

was something infinitely pathetic and appealing in her 
careworn face as she gazed in pained surprise at the other. 

" Stop that damned rot ! ^' the Professor had shrieked 
as he glared at her with a frown of concentrated fury. 

" Unfortunate woman ! ^^ he contiuued savagely. 
^^ ^Twere better if you had paid more attention to the liv- 
ing and less to the dead. While you have been wasting 
your time in trickery and foolishness disgrace has entered 
our house. Your one daughter is the mother of a nameleea 
bastard; the other, a disgraced wife. Shame upon you I 
Shame upon you ! ^^ 

The poor cringing, half-witted creature turned away 
totteringly from his stem face and accusing eyes and sank \ 
weakly in a chair. In an instant Dr. Archbell was by her 
side. The Professor was about to again break out in a 
fresh burst of passionate reproach when the physician 
raised his hand deprecatingly. 

*^ Arthur," he said solemnly, ^^ reproaches are lost on 
the dead." 

The excitement of the past half hour — ^the joy of con- 
versing with her spirit brother and the sorrow of her hns- 
band's bitter message — 'had been too much for the feeble 
brain and body. She had joined, in the spirit^world, the 
only creature she had truly loved in this. 

^^ She is at rest," continued the physician gravely. *' To 
the sentimentalist it might appear a broken heart; in re- 
ality it is simply a congestion of the brain superinduced by 
a stress of conflicting emotions." 

He led the dazed Professor out of the room in silence. 
In their passage 'his foot accidentally struck one of the 
discarded tajnboujrines. Its brass ornaments jangled with 
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a sudden melody that jarred the nerves of both as though 
it had been a musket shot. It was a brazen mockery, in- 
congruous and dismally reminiscent of the folly of the 
silent figure in the chair. 

The savant leaning heavily on the other^s shoulder, 
they passed down the long staircase which creaked dole- 
fully beneath their weight. Once in the study the Pro- 
fessor sank heavily in his arm-chair and stared blankly 
into the fire. Suddenly he faced the physician, his face 
contorted with the inward conflict. 

^' Fve killed her ! ^^ he cried. ^^ Her death rests upon 
my shoulders ! I should not have broken it to her so bit- 
terly — ^I should have acted differently. Ah, if she had 
only cared more for the living and less for the dead ! '* 

*^ And if you, too,^^ said the physician, " had only cared 
more for the living and less for the philosophies — would it 
not have been better ? ^^ 

" You are right,'^ cried the unhappy parent. ^' You are 
indeed right ! ^* 

With a sudden fury he sprang from his chair and 
stripped the death-ma^s from the wall, dashing them to 
pieces on the floor. He swept an armful of manuscripts 
off the table into the fire, and then tore madly about the 
room, pulling, tearing and throwing books about in a fever- 
ish futility of rage. Doctor Archbell sat and watched him 
without comment and without interfering. He knew it 
was, at least, a saving relief for the other^s intense anguish. 
Tiring of this futile wholesale destruction the Professor 
sank in his chair. 

^^I am a fool of science,'^ he murmured. "A fool of 
science. I have been, indeed, confounded in my dogmas 
and pitiful presumptuous efforts to comprehend and classi- 
fy the working of the unknown.^^ The warning words of 
tile angry cleric used months before came vividly to his 
mind. 

How well the other^s prophecy had come true ! The 
divine, who had then appeared but a ranting railler now 
seemed the very warning agent of the Almight/s ven- 
geance to come. In a flash he seemed to realize the futility 
of the human mind to comprehend^ and its hopelessness to 
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combat the influence of that which some term the work- 
ings of Providence, and others fate. Without appearing to 
notice the presence of the physician he bent his head on 
his hands and cried bitterly — the moving grief of a strong 
man, solemn and awe-inspiring in its intensity. Finally he 
raised 'his head and looked at the other. 

"I have indeed been confounded in my philosophies" 
he said slowly and grimly. ^^ My Maker has dealt me a 
hard blow. La my learning I fancied myself a giant; yet 
I am but a pigmy in His hands. We are all naught but 
poor weak mortals after all. Flesh and blood and its frail- 
ties can move us more than the wonders of what we term 
science.^* 

Doctor Archbell restrained the sneer that would have, 
at other times, greeted this outburst. Einging for the 
man servant he ordered a sedative and directed that a 
room be prepared for Eric Singleton. 

** Is he coming here ? ^^ asked the Professor with a faint 
show of interest. 

^^ I Ihought it best,*^ replied Doctor Archbell. 

The Professor drank the draught prepared for him, and 
paced the room for several minutes. Eegaining his seat 
he said with a forced calmness: — 

^'Doctor, I fear I have been acting childish. I must 
face things like a man." 

*' You have still a daughter left to you,^^ said the phy- 
sician. " The first logical step is to telegraph at once for 
Cythera. She and the child are able to stand the journey 
by this time, and she will be a great comfort to you.'' 

'^ True, indeed,*' answered the Professor. ^^ I have still 
one daughter left. I will make the best of small mercies." 

'^And you will forgive, as you hope to be forgiven by 
the world ? '' asked the physician. 

^^I forgive her freely, if there be anything to be for- 
given, and I think not." 

'^You reason justly," exclaimed the physician. ''She 
was but an unconscious accessory, you may be sure." 

"Then one contingency is disposed of," he continued 
briskly, as he wrote out the telegraph. ''As you are in 
a normal state pf mind we will now discuss the other, and 
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that^ I f ear^ is about all we can do, as more radical action 
appears altogether out of the question/ 

" Ah, my Dolly ! ^^ cried the father. *^ I can scarcely 
realize that she could have done this thing. God, in His 
wisdom^ has dealt me a hard blow ! ^^ 

" Nonsense, man ! ^^ replied the physician. ^' What you 
term Providence is unfortunately, in this particular in- 
stance, nothing but the commonplace and inexorable 
working of natural laws — ^merely cause and eflEect.^' 

In the excitement of his eloquence to come the physi- 
cian rose from his chair. He stood erect, a peculiar figure 
in his buffoon's suit, his words and the costume in a 
etrange, striking variance, or yet were they so very much 
at variance? However, this must remain a matter of per- 
sonal opinion. 

*^ Do you presume,'^ asked the father wearily, " to find 
a reason in your science for my unfortunate daughter's 
folly ? '' 

"I most decidedly do,'' replied the physician firmly. 
*^ Science can and does find a reason for all things. It is 
simply the climax to a series of incidents which have 
gradually and logically led up to this finale. Dorothy 
Singleton has been a changed woman ever since the day 
of that operation. It was not observant to you, preoccu- 
pied as you were, and seeing her but little, but it was only 
too apparent to me." 

" The operation — the transfusion of blood, you cannot, 
you do not mean ? " interrupted the father. 

" I do, precisely. That is the cause of it all, and I re- 
gret to have to admit that I was an innocent and unsus- 
pected aid to the whole thing. Like Frankenstein, I have, 
through the agency of science, literally created a monster 
that may fill my life and that of others with regret and 



remorse." 



"There is scarcely reason in your argument." 
''I shall show you the reason of it," replied Doctor 
Archbell. '^What happened at the time of the trans- 
fusion was this: The weakened and literally starved blood 
corpuscles of your daughter eagerly grasped and drank in 
greedily and quickly the new and grateful nQuxisbment 
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from tKe veins of the other. Proin that very instant there 
was this change, which was to reveal itself later. Her 
blood circulation instantly carried this new fluid through- 
out her entire system, and in but little while the nerves 
were receiving their impressions through new centres, and 
these impresssions were carried to a ne^" brain and ex- 
pressed in a new manner. I can clearly see now — ^while 
unfortunately too late — the effect of the germ-laden 
blood of this Spaniard carried into the thin impoverished 
life system of a young, sensitive girl, which was before, 
while evenly balanced, yet balanced on a hair's breadth. 
You know the history of the maternal side of the family. 
Very well, the inherited traits of the grandmother, which 
had skipped, as often is the case, one generation — only 
manifesting itself in the slight degree of your wife's vagaries 
— were offset, tempered, balanced and held in subjection 
in Dorothy by all the sterling, upright traits inherited 
from you. Nevertheless, the taint was there all the while. 
Seeds taken from Egyptian tombs, whose life had been 
latent for thousands of years — mind you, cycles of cen- 
turies, and we are now dealing only with generations — 
have suddenly, on being exposed to the sunshine and soil, 
developed an active principle and sprouted and brought 
forth living plants. That is one wonder of nature on a 
lower scale, and we have now to deal with the highest of 
nature^s wonders, the creature of flesh and blood. 

"I, therefore, reason it was this latent, lurking 
atavism that is primarily responsible for it all. Under 
ordinary circumstances I doubt very much if that trans- 
fusion would have resulted as it did. Of course I cannot 
speak positively, yet I believe that this atavistic condi- 
tion afforded a means for the other's infusing traits to 
take hold. The disturbing, vile-germed life fluid of De 
Castro permeating every portion of Dolly's physical be- 
ing, its dominant influence for evil, at once acted upon,' 
and in conjunction with, those inherent and latent in- 
clinations which before had lain altogether dormant. And 
so, by reason of this, and naturally enough at that, her 
evenly-balanced temperament was completely upset by the 
peculiar physiological change taking place within her, and 
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the po-vv^r for evil taking ascendency, it in turn was fol- 
lowed by the still more marked psychological change. All 
her existant and latent qnalities for good became at once 
completely atrophied, and she now simply presents an 
incomprehensible study in unconscious moral obliquity. 
We are to consider her as being in an abnormal state — a 
perverted aspect of a hitherto normal mentality — ^where 
the action of her higher consciousness is overweighted — 
in fact, practically obliterated — ^by the dominant poten- 
tiality of her lower consciousness, set free and into full 
action by that unfortunate transfusion. 

^^ This is a distinct mental metamorphosis, recognized 
in medical circles, for which I especially have Binet as 
authority, and is a state which impels a man or woman 
to actions in which their better self has no controlling 
agency and therefore no limit. 

*^ How this has been accomplished, the deeper scientific 
influence of matter upon matter, is somewhat beyond a 
very clear explanation, yet I would venture to advance a 
theory. Science has discovered that germs are the cause 
of all physical troubles, and one savant has gone to the 
extent of announcing that he has found the insanity germ. 
I might go further and advance the theory that there are 
undoubtedly germs of passion and perversity. We know 
that one germ introduced into a living system becomes a 
hundred, the hundred is soon a thousand, and sooner than 
one would think, a million seething, dominating germs 
are all through the great life streams of the body. There 
is no question now in my mind that the germs of the de- 
generated blood of that Spaniard have, through the co- 
operation of her latent sympathetic atavism, taken full pos- 
session of your daughter, and she now fully partakes of 
his nature.^' 

As the physician paused, the father lifted his head and 
gazed full at the other. In his eye there was just a sus- 
picion of that interested glitter which would kindle so 
readily to a logical thesis on a matter of scientific inter- 
est. 

^'You make your points well/^ he observed, in a slow, 
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dazed manner. ^' Yet to think that this is my Dolly- 
God ! it is so hard ! ^' 

The father had used the name of the Diety imcoii- 
Bciously enough, yet to the physician it seemed with a 
strange, new and irritating keynote of reverence. At the 
word and the tone in which it was used, Doctor Arcli- 
belFs lip involuntarily curied. 

'^ One is not surprised at her erratic manifestations,^' he, 
however, continued coldly, ^^when one remembers that 
the medium of this unlucky transfusion is the native 
of a country where the national sport is bull-fighting,— a 
sport so characteristic of the degraded instincts of the race, 
— ^and where superstition, viciousness and lasciviousness are I 
prevalent to an appalling degree. It is a race, cunning, 
deceitful and treacherous, as has been proved time and 
time again. Imagine such tainted blood in the veins of a 
young girl ! There is a scientific analogy to the effect 
that five drops of ink will cloud a pint of clear water. So 
we cannot but readily see how some dozen odd ounces of 
impassioned blood has tainted the being of this sensitive 
child.'' 

'* Again, we have in this metamorphosis a logical reason 
for her abandoning her husband for this man. As surely 
as water will find its level, so will blood find its compeers. 
She was attracted as irresistibly to him, by the laws of con- 
sanguinity, as is the compass needle to the North Pole. 
Take a woman with but the slightest trace of negro blood 
in her veins — ^I care not how little, nor yet how beautiful 
or accomplished that woman may be — ^you will find her 
attracted by and seeking a mate among her own kind of 
that taint, and sometimes the blackest and most repulsive 
of his kind. The case we have now to deal with works 
along the same Unes, and only serves to illustrate — and 
to my personal gratification — ^the infallibility of Darwin's 
law of natural selection. 

'^ Your daughter was as literally changed by that trans- 
fusion as if she had been bom and bred in Spain. Her 
nature now partakes, in every respect, of that of a sou&em 
woman — ^in passion, in impulse and in all reasoning mo- 
tives. And those reasoning motives are, I grieve to say, 
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far from the best. His blood was incorporated in, and be- 
came part of her being, and naturally enough, she grew 
for him and only for him. Where her nature before was 
one that was satisfied with a purely spiritual love, it is now 
one that craves only a fierce animal passion. One might 
say they are now the two halves of the same Ego; that 
they are attracted irresistibly by the animal magnetism of 
their similar sexual natures; that these responsive vibra- 
tions of their internal beings are constantly drawing each 
to the other, and so it is but consistent that ^^ 

He was abruptly interrupted by the Professor who again 
looked up quickly, the fire of argument this time flashing 
in his eye. His mind was keenly alive to even this mere 
BoupQon of the occult suggested by ^^ magnetism '^ and ^^ re- 
sponsive vibrations.'^ 

" Are you. Doctor, above all men, going to drag in the 
occult and ridiculous ? '^ he queried sharply. 

Doctor Archbell colored in confusion. He at once real- 
ized his blunder in wandering — ^be it ever so little — ^from 
a strictly material plane. 

"You mistake me,'' he replied quickly and positively. 
** Perhaps I should have illustrated it more practically. 
What I really wish to convey is hi& influence and her 
ready response, which, perhaps, best finds an analogy in a 
simple natural law. If a tuning-fork of a certain tone be 
Btmck near the piano one of the wires will at once sound it 
back of its own accord. If the tone be changed yet an- 
other wire will give it back. In each case that wire only 
is excited to action that absorbs the particular kind of 
vibration that it itself is capable of producing. So these 
two tuned to unison, and sympathetically vibrating in this 
unison blend in a natural harmonious whole. 

" It is but a simple natural law," he concluded trium- 
phantly, " applied to flesh and blood.'' 

The disinterested observer could not but help note that 
they were, however, simply the one and the same thing, 
only that the physician had shrewdly expounded the 
esoteric law of responsive vibration on a purely material 
plane. 

Doctor Archbell had, so far, rattled off his thesis glibly 
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enough. He had, also, managed to cleverly steer clear 
of all occult shoals, and so felt a certain satisfaction in 
his maintenance to a purely material aspect of the case. 

Yet both faced a state of ajffairs altogether esoteric and 
not for the laws of man to define. Had not the physician 
been made of such stem stujff, he might have gracefully 
resigned himself to this inexplicable phenomena. 

But he was far too material, and, recognizing nought 
but natural laws, there was nothing he would not appar- 
ently prove by them, for he was not only very plausible 
but convincing as well. Of him, it had been said, that if 
one or more of the twelve disciples had come to London- 
town and performed in his presence the miracle of, say, 
raising a man from the dead, that he may mayhaps flounder 
about most gracefully but only for a few moments. Pull- 
ing himself together with an effort, he would hem and 
haw most impressively and after adjusting his monocle and 
transfixing all with a stem eye, proceed by many and di- 
verse arguments to reconcile the occurrence to strictly 
natural laws. As he got well along in his argument he 
would first convince himself, and then by his sublime self- 
confidence and apparent logic, he would speedily convince 
his audience. He would not be more than half way 
through his peroration when his enthusiastic listeners 
would turn upon the gaping, dumb-stricken disciples with 
reviling words and many hard blows and cause those 
worthy souls to tuck up their tunics and flee for their 
lives with every common yellow cur in town snapping at 
their bare shin-bones. 

At the finish of this argument the erstwhile corpse would 
find himself irresistibly, and carried away by the other's 
conviction, shaking the physician by the hand and thank- 
ing him and him alone, as his savior and benefactor, 
while the Doctor himself glowing with self-satisfaction, 
would repair to his study and write a four-column article 
for the Lancet proving his theory of the occurrence to be 
correct. 

And the world would exclaim : ^' What a marvelous 
savant he is, and what a pack of presuming fakirs those 
disciples were, to be sure ! ^^ 
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So now feeling he had a good grip on this elusive, baf- 
fling contingency and spurred on by conventionality and 
prejudice, combined with the ob&tinacy of the materialist 
confronted by the inexplicable, he proceeded to summarily 
close in a sweeping finale. 

For the moment just passed the inherent, insistent habit 
of the savant had spasmodically usurped the father and 
Professor Castlemaine had evinced that tentative interest 
pro and con of the other's argument. Then in a flash, 
once more had come the bitter realization that the sub- 
ject of their discussion was his own flesh and blood. 
Groaning aloud he sank back in a helpless, hopeless 
apathy and thus fortunately escaped the jarring irrelevancy 
of the Doctor's words which followed. 

" To sum up my diagnosis," began the physician as 
coldly and deliberately as if addressing a clinic, ^^ it is an 
atavistic condition, a recurrence — or rather a recrudescence 
— of the grandmother's physical and mental peculiarities, 
which appeared only to a slight degree in the intermediate 
generation of your wife. A condition — and mark well my 
exact statement— ^rs^ brought to the surface and then vastly 
accentuated by the fermenting disturbing elements con- 
tained in the inoculating blood of this passionate, head- 
strong Spaniard. Neither one acting by itself would pro- 
duce this result; it was the combination that worked the 
mischief. His blood was the sun and the soil which not 
only germinated the hidden atavistic seeds but gave them 
an exaggerated aspect which has resulted as we know only 
too well to our grief. 

^^The change was radical and startling. As decided, 
one might say, as the alleged biblical miracle of the trans- 
formation of water into wine. Of course," he added, with 
an air of apology, ^^ I use this simile as a mere illustration. 
You know and I know the logical improbability of this 
alleged miracle — ^merely a pleasant and ingenious fable — 
which one no more seriously accepts than its literary like- 
ness of Goethe's imagery of Mephistopheles turning wine 
into fire. The latter conceit, by the way, being withal in 
more semblance of reason, since one, perforce performs, to 
a degree, that very wonder with his after-dinner cognac. 
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and easily enough at that, through the prosaic medium' 
of an ordinary match tipped with what we are generally 
led to believe, by the "calamity howlers ^^ of the cloth, 
is one of Hades' chief products. Ay, she is changed — ^and 
again, I beg your indulgence to the simile — as radically 
as water into wine and that figment of biblical imagina- 
tion sinks into the paltriest insignificance beside this prao- 
cal flesh and blood actuality which we now face/' 

In the excitement of this final summing up, he had 
picked up his belled staff of office — ^meaning, of course, 
his assumed merry-making office. This he had absent- 
mindedly carried along with him as a cane and had laid 
it on the study table on his entrance. 

Now, as in closing his remarks, he waved it to accentuate 
his words, the bells jingled as if in derisive mocking mer- 
riment, and the carven, grinning face of the Punchinello 
ffurmounting it appeared to leer at him knowingly with a 
fine fellow feeling and a brotherly appreciation of his 
words. 

As the physician finished, the father simply shook his 
head in a feeble, weary protest; he was no longer in mood 
for erudite and pathological w^herefores and whys. The 
physician held the cause rather than the condition to be of 
paramount import; the father on his part now simply re- 
garded the condition. 

'^ I believe you are right,'' he replied at length. '* But 
you are scarcely to blame. With Dryden I might say that 
' Nature is the work of a mightier power than man/ Ger- 
ald, I thank you for your aid to-night. Perhaps you had 
better leave me now to my thoughts." 

" As you will have it," replied the other. " But I would 
ask that this be kept a secret between you, her husband 
and myself." 

The father bowed a silent assent, and as the physician 
left the room sank deep into his chair, resting his head 
in his hands on the table before him. 
. A last look at his patient and with a few final instruc- 
tions to the nurse. Doctor Archbell joined Cinderbox, 
who awaited him in the hall. They wf^ked homeward 
eide by side and in silenqe for a while, 
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Sufldenly Cinderbox broke in on the other^s reflections. 

"Eric Singleton/^ he remarked, "doubtless now fully 
realizes with Candide that ^ one finds women more litter 
than death/ The emphasis is Voltaire's, not mine, but I 
fully agree with him. A man may have many and petty 
vices and a woman but few, yet those few will make up 
in diablerie what they lack in numbers/' 

The physician listened without comment. 

*' I don't think Diogenes' search was for an honest man," 
continued Cinderbox. "To my fancy, and because his 
quest was in vain, I feel sure he sought a virtuous woman. 
The fact that he carried a lantern would strengthen my 
impression — he was surely prepared to examine into many 
dark by-ways and comers, and what could he expect to 
find there but a woman ? " 

Doctor Archbell nodded a silent, uninterested assent. 

*' What an article this would make," he thought, " and 
what a sensation it would cause in medical circles." 

Yet he was tied hand and foot by friendly considera- 
tions and professional rectitude. 

'* I cannot but wonder with Euripides," again cried the 
persistent Cinderbox after but a minute's silence, "that 
while the gods have given healing medicine against the 
venom of savage serpents, none have found a cure against 
a bad woman, a thing more noxious than the viper or 
even fire itself. And with Tertullian, I would cry, 
' Woman, thou art the gates of hell 1 ' " 

Having relieved the overflowing rancor of his mind, 
Cinderbox relapsed into the silent mood of his companion. 

Doctor Archbell realized that Cinderbox was simply 
railing in an "I told you so" spirit, but recalling his 
promise to secrecy he did not bother to enlighten the 
other as to why Dolly's conduct had, in Cinderbox's eyes, 
sustained his general opinion of the sex. 

For awhile they walked in an unbroken reverie, each 
to his own manner reflecting on the events of the night. 
Doctor Archbell, on the whole, felt pretty well satisfied 
with himself. He had, he felt convinced, given a very 
logical explanation of this mysterious affair, and had 
jyolved enough material which, i| presented before % 
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clinic of confreres — an opportimity^ alas, deniea'tdOH^ 
vonld make a very fine impression. That body of learned 
men, as one knows, wonld look very wise and mysterious, 
and then, according with their understanding, agree or 
pretend io agree with hinu While the majority might not 
know just what he was aiming at, yet all would enthu- 
siastically and unanimously endorse his thesis, for was 
he not the famed, fashionable and infallible Doctor Archr 
beU? 

Now, while the physician had aj^arently found a solu- 
tion to it all, and while to many it woud appear as if he 
absolutely had done so, still it was evident that he had 
just fallen short of a correct theory. He had only ex- | 
ploited the superficial aspects — ^the relation of the phya- 
cal senses to the physical body. 

Of the esoteric influences on that formless^ intangible 
and finely etherealized attribute of the body which, we 
know as the soul — that eternal, spiritual essence which is 
to the body what the perfume is to the flower — ^he had 
not thrown the faintest glimmer of light. In that respect 
he was not to be censured, for of that particular aspect 
it is not within the present power of man to logically 
treat. Just what invisible, subtle influx of tainted malefic 
essence was carried into Dorothy's veins through the me- 
dium of the other's life fluid is beyond all human ken to 
define. But it was in the absolute ignoring of that phase 
of the case that Doctor Archbell had indeed laid himself 
open to censure. Perhaps, in his secret heart, this proud, 
bigoted materialist had realized its import, but dared not 
even admit it to himself. 

It is the fashion of the day to sneer. Feel whatever 
one may, yet habit, prejudice and conventionality are al- 
ways to be reckoned with, and few dare to have the cour- 
age of their convictions to be singular. 

Doctor Archbell never at any time forgot his wealthy, 
well-bred and hide-bound conventional practice, and wdl 
knew where his best interests rested. 

And all things considered, it must be very much of a 
question as to just which aspect of the case one is to re- 
l^rd as the more potential — ^the material or the spiritnaL 
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iPerhaps after all it is but a matter of personal opinion, 
and each according to his lights. 

In the atavistic theory the physician had made what 
appears a very strong point for the material cause, and 
one not to be lightly set aside. He had made also a num- 
ber of other strong points, but all considered pro and con, 
the two conditions of logical cause and esoteric effect 
Btand distinct and irreconcilable. Admitting the physi- 
cjian had made a good attempt to reconcile, m this case, 
natural laws with inexplicable phenomena and that his 
juggling of arguments had been plausibly deceptive, it 
"was yet about as ambiguous and abortive as Professor 
IDrummond's famous effort to induce the lion of modem 
science and the lamb of modem theology to correlate in 
a rational unity. 

Like the Professor, the physician had apparently proved 
his points but only apparently; and in each, one cannot 
help but be impressed by a certain modicum of apparent 
logical deductions which only deceive the superficial ob- 
server. 

Again there was that similar multitude of uselesa 
analogies, useless simply because analogies are always 
false. Undoubtedly there are many phases and phenom- 
ena of existence that man is not yet to know. 
• Now, as Doctor Archbell went his homeward way, the 
subject would keep ever turning up in his mind and the 
thread of the address — ^which fate would not allow him to 
make — would frame itself in his mind. He still uncon- 
sciously carried the f oolstaff as a cane and as occasionally 
he would involuntarily murmur aloud some convincing 
fact of his argument, he would wave his staff in emphasis. 

Cinderbox, trudging by his side, would every now and 
then burst out into some rancorous raillery upon the op- 
posite eex, but which it was very doubtful if the other 
heard. So they were thus scarcely very congenial com- 
panions to each other. But the Punchinello atop the 
physician's staff — ^well, he seemed to enjoy his present com- 
pany very thoroughly indeed. In the evolutions of the 
Doctor's gestures he would seemingly regard first the one 
and then the other with his perpetual and preternatural 
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mocking grin. It would appear he gave most of his 
tention to Cinderbox, perhaps finding his occasional oi 
hursts more tickling to his sense of humor, but yet he 
not forget a very fair share of attention to the phyricM 
Perhaps if he also could have spoken, he would have coi 
tributed a share to these sporadic utterances but yet Bome 
how or other one doubts that he would say much moi 
than: ^^What fools these mortals be!'' And so flic 
three of a kind went their way in the gray, cold dawn. 

In the east the lance flashes of the hosts of coming daj 
gleamed against the murky sky. This sun which 
comes to mock the miseries of the world stole cruelly int 
the household of sorrows. 

On the top floor lay the dead mother. About her w( 
scattered the paraphernalia of her delusion — ^the ov( 
turned cabinet, the 'brother's clothes and sundry hani 
bells and tambourines. The glassy eyes, staring fixe 
into space, had solved at last the mystery of the unsef 
This poor creature, through the magic of death, at \i 
knew all the mysteries denied to the living. Perhaps si 
was now more happy than ever in life. 

But a floor below a deluded and deserted husband t( 
in the delirium of a fever, tortured alike with physical 
mental agony. Endearingly and without reproach hi 
calls constantly upon a faithless wife. All night long hi 
cried his weary refrain, " Dolly, my wife, come back, come 
back ! " Even the nurse by his side accustomed to all 
forms of human misery was touched by this sight of a 
strong man's woe. 

In the study still sat the father, like another Lear, de- 
serted by his children. Crushed and dejected he had not 
moved from tjhe position in which the physician left him. 
With head bowed upon his hands, his lips moved in wordfl 
that were strangely like prayer. The soul can have a re- 
vulsion in a single night. The ci-devant atheist, it would 
appear, was appealing to that Maker whom he had pre- 
sumed to doubt. 

^' Homo sum; homo sum/^ he would grievously murmtu 
over and over again, — that phrase which to a merciful 
Maker mu^t scarcely less appear as muph an humble ^ 
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inowledgment of inferiority as a penitents heartbroken 
sob of " mea culpa" 

In a far oflf land one daughter, awakened by a tiny fret- 
ful cry. Buckled a nameless child; in the arms of her lover, 
another was speeding far to the southward, lost to all save 
passion. 

And such were some several phases of this phantasy of 
life. 



In a few days Cythera returned to London. She waa 
accompanied by a nurse who carried a little bundle of 
lambswool and lace which received a great deal of attention 
from the two. She arrived opportunely enough the morn- 
ing of the day which wae to witness the obsequies of the 
mother. 

That poor creature, with the erraticness peculiar to her, 
had left, among her papers, the desire that she be cremated 
and the ashes be scattered on the waters of the Bay of 
Naples. That was where she and the young husband had 
spent their honeymoon, and the memory recalled by this 
touching evidence that in spite of all she still remembered 
their earlier and happier days, was as a new wound to the 
unhappy Professor. He now greeted the returning daugh- 
ter tenderly and almost in silence, nothing more being said 
at this first meeting than the greetings bom of the occasion. 
And nothing further was ever said of what had happened. 

Nothing being asked Cythera, therefore, did not volun- 
teer any explanations of the circumstances of her misfor- 
tune. She thus cheerfully bore a guilty portion of her 
innocent shame, as if she had been a willing rather than 
an unconsciousness victim. It was thus with a true femin- 
ine contradiction of impulse that she sheltered, to a degree, 
the father of her nameless child. 

Cythera herself was wonderfully changed, not only in 
health but more markedly in disposition. The softening 
spirit of motherhood had endowed her hitherto cold and al- 
most repellant personality with a new and powerful charm. 
And these two — mother and child — quietly and quickly 
^ecape a doininatin^ portion pf the (^cted hou^ehol^* 
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Cythera went about with a new interest in life, alisoFbed 
with the loving maternal and many cares of her child and, 
in addition, busy and happy as head of the household. 

The Professor became, if possible, more absorbed and 
secluded in his study, but it was more grief than research. 
Even that to a degree wore away before the influence of 
the remaining daughter and with renewed hopes for the 
other. 

The quietness of this house would often be disturbed by 
the new and strange to it cry of the infant. Sometimes 
it would penetrate to the fastness of the study and the 
silent man at his desk would, in listening to it, recall the 
time when the absent one was yet only an infant. He 
would give himself up to a deeper brooding and sometimes 
to tears, but he would come out of these depressions feel- 
ing the better for them. 

One day while Cythera was absent on some necessary 
shopping he surprised the nurse by dropping into the nurs- 
ery. As he bent over the crib the child extended his 
chubby arms to him and softly cooed with infantile de- 
light and invitation. The Professor stiffened up suddenly 
and walked out quickly, yet his face was strangely softened. 
After that he would come in for a little while every day, 
and this grave eavant, who had discussed the recondite 
scientific subjects of the day, in German with Germans, in 
French with Frenchmen, and who had even bested a crack 
Oxford man in Greek and Latin, would talk foolish sound- 
ing baby-talk by the hour with tJiis tiny but despotic 
bundle of pink and white flesh. Strangely enough they 
would seem to fully understand each other, although to 
another it would sound worse than Volapuk, being, as near 
as an ignorant bachelor can record it, a succession of re- 
iteratied and long-drawn-out vowels. 

The youngster would sometimes dig his chubby hands 
in the Professor's whiskers and pull with all his tiny 
strength, chuckling all the while with infantile glee. One 
day t£e savant found himself laughing also and blushed to 
find himself in the action. Oh, but these two were fast 
friends ! On one visit this monarch of all their hearts got 
JxpJd of the Prof essor^s watch — never before trusted in any 
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Hands save the watchmaker's — ^and gleefully pounded it 
on the floor until it was rescued by the nurse. The savant 
standing by all the time with a pleased smile actually felt 
a trifle displeased with the nurse for her action. 

Dating from these days the Professor spent less time be- 
hind the locked door of his den. At the dinner-table the 
ordinarily scant swapping of conventionalities broadened 
into a pleasant family conversation. The Professor would 
now, contrary to his usual hermit-like habits, go each day 
for a drive or a walk and began to take a more keen interest 
in the doings, political and otherwise, of the day. He was 
rapidly becoming more " humanized,^' as Cinderbox put it. 

This latter savant would drop in, once in a while, to 
dine, and Doctor Archbell was a daily visitor by reason 
of his patient. 

Eric Singleton in a few weeks was well on to recovery, 
and soon become also an addition to the little circle. A 
common subject which absorbed each was, by a seeming 
common consent, strictly ^^ tabooed." When, after a 
month's time. Doctor Archbell suggested a trip to Spain 
for Eric's health, all knew as well as the physician that 
health was but incidental and altogether secondary to the 
paramount purpose of seeking a wayward wife. 

They started out for Spain. The change of scene and, 
above all, the thought that he was nearer to her who was 
ever in his thoughts, resulted in an immediate change 
for the better in Eric. 

After idling about a few weeks in some of the lesser 
towns they located in Seville. They both felt that either 
here or in Madrid th^ would find the guilty couple. 

One day, while they were strolling on the public drive, 
Eric's ever-watchful eyes caught a fleeting glimpse of what 
he fancied was Dolly's face as a carriage drove swiftly by. 
Before he could take any action of assurance it was lost 
in the maze of vehicles coming and going. For days 
after they both haunted the same locality, but in vain. 
On the strength of this possible clue they decided to make 
an extended stay and thoroughly canvass the city. For a 
whole week they made various and fruitless efforts to 
locate the probable residence of the twain. Early each 
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morning they would start out making every inquiry 
Bible, and aimlessly going here, there and everywhere, ^-^^^ 
only to return at evening footsore and weary and no * 
ther ahead than the day they had imagined they had 
her face. 

Their inquiries at clubs and cafes were made judicious!; 
and cloaked with all possible carelessness, but they couli 
get no satisfaction. To Eric it seemed that many m 
know yet would wilfully mislead them. 

One day, Doctor Archbell having suffered a sprairn 
ankle on one of their deploys in a roughly cobbled str 
Eric started out alone. He felt that he could not let evei 
this one day go by without an effort to find her. Thi 
day was extremely hot and the sun sorely trying. Tin 
and almost prostrated after a day^s fruitless search, 1 
entered the Cathedral for a few moments rest. In con- 
trast to the stifling street he found it singularly cool, I 
dark and restful. This interior was like a vast caisson ■ 
with an atmosphere of its own, distinct and without any i 
relation to the outer air, and impervious alike to the k 
noises and troubles of the outer world. The feeling in- 
spired was as if one were at the dusky bottom of a deep ., 
well, the top of which opened into heaven so that the only 
sound or feeling was that of a sacred character. The 
delusion was heightened by the slight, hazy light afforded 
grudgingly by tiny windows above the circular dome, 
which, receiving this filtered light faintly, was like a 
nebulous floating haze surmounting the darkness. 

Stepping suddenly into the cool, cavernous semi-dusk 
of the edifice, his eyes strained by the exterior dazzle, he 
could at first distinguish but little more than vast pillars 
disappearing in gloom, while here and there were dim, 
suggested figures as silent and motionless as the statues 
in the niches above them. A gaunt Christ, torturously 
clinging to a mahogany cross, gleamed pallidly against 
the murkiness of the distant background. High above, 
in the vaulted dusk, a shaft of golden sunlight shot 
athwart the gloom, as sharply defined as a stripe of gold 
braid on a gown of black velvet. 

The only artificial illumination was furn ished bjr ; 
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fcw candles before the various altars. In addition, before 
^e main altar, swung a hanging lamp of ruby, like a 
•^acon of hope on a dark night to the storm-tossed 
Mariners on the sea of sin. A faint scent of incense lin- 
gered still from the morning's service. The silence was 

pitense, overpowering. The outer world, with its turmoil 
^d frivolities, seemed cut off completely in this caisson 
^f religion. 
*^ Before one of the altars a supplicant — evidently a con- 

tumptive — ^lay prostrate in appeal. The hollow boom of 
TUB intermittent cough now and then punctured this op- 
^iressive silence, sounding startling and like the discharge 
^f a musket, as it echoed and re-echoed along the towering 
^ves. Unconsciously removing his hat and with a soft 
^fitep Eric sank into a near-by pew and gave himself up to 
^a reverie induced by his restful environments. 
:" After a while his mind took on a reaction bom of the 
;• wearied brain and body. 

Yes, he was a fool to be here in Spain ! 
No, he would never take her back again. She was de- 
filed in body and soul. 

Then, as he would suddenly recall some touching little 
trick of eyes or toss of her head, or again some peculiar 
intonation of expression, he would bewail the cruelty of 
fate. He would swear heartily and heavily — strange 
sounds for this sacred edifice. 

Of a sudden he was vividly and startingly conscious of 
a familiar gleam of golden curls, and, straining his eyes 
in the semi-darkness, he perceived, with a strange trem- 
bling of his limbs, that it was indeed she whom he sought. 
For the moment he was not sure but that it was some 
vision engendered of his excited mind. In a second she 
had passed by in the aisle so close that he might have 
touched her gown and undoubtedly substantial flesh and 
blood. He stood as if paralyzed at the suddenness and 
strangeness of it all. There came a peculiar buzzing in 
his head and the darkness suddenly seemed to become 
more intense and close down and envelop him like a huge, 
stifling cloak. 

X Unable even to call out to her, his throat silent in thq 
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grip of emotion, his limbs sank from under him as !he 
rose, and he fell blindly forward. In falling his head 
struck the sharp corner of the base of a stone eolunm, and . 
he speedily lost all consciousness. | 

He must have lain there in the dark obscurity of the 
pew and unnoted for some several hours, for when he 
finally recovered his senses he found the place deserted 
and the great doors locked and bolted from the outside. 

He was alone in the deserted solemnity of this silent, 
tomb-like edifice. He tried door after door and cried out 
aloud, but all in vain. The wound in his head aching 
painfully, he bathed it from one of the fonts and tied it 
Tip with his handkerchief. For a while he walked aim- 
lessly about the long aisles, until finally exhausted he 
stretched himself out in a cushioned pew. He determined 
to make the best of affairs, and soon fell asleep. 

He slept uneasily for a couple of hours, disturbed by 
strange dreams of his wife, all the more vivid by reason 
of the recent meeting. He awoke with a start about three 
in the morning and sat up with a cry of astonishment at 
his strange surroundings. The influence of his dreams 
still lingering for a moment, he fancied that she was still 
with him. But only too quickly came the bitter conscious- 
ness of reality. 

He sat upright, and with head resting on his hands fell 
to a grim brooding over his troubles. He went back step 
by step and word by word to the beginning of their 
estrangement, thence to the day of their wedding and even 
to the afternoon of their engagement. How innocent and 
winsome she had been on that auspicious occasion I The 
words of '^ Love's Old Sweet Song '' which always seemed 
so dear to him by association rambled vaguely through his 
thoughts. He dwelt lingeringly on it for the moment 
only, to break off with an exclamation of agony. 

The darkness seemed to stifle him, and the intense si- 
lence penetrated his being with a maddening insistence. 
Then the manhood within him suddenly became sapped 
and he sobbed aloud in the fullness of his grief. SinMng 
to his knees he prayed deeply and fervently that she, the 
wife of his bosom, might be restored to him. 
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*' If there be a 6od/^ he implored, '' and if Thou indeed 
hast a Son Jesus Christ who died for mortals, I implore 
Thee to hear my prayer/* 

At length he sank back exhausted. 

Suddenly, to his excited imagination, with startling 
vividness, there came the picture of his wife's golden head 
resting against the dark-bearded face of her lover. And 
the two might be for all that but within stone's throw of 
him now. The picture clung to him persistently and he 
left his seat and strode feverishly up and down the aisles 
like a madman. 

'^It is a lie — a cruel lie,'' he shouted. ** There is no 
God." 

*^ Ifo Qod — ^no God ! " was echoed back in dismal, hollow 
reverberations from the distant arches like so many 
demons mocking his hopeless, mental agony. 

For a full hour he raved, alternately praying and railing, 
and all the while feverishly pacing up and down the long 
aisle like a caged animal. He realized in this cataclysm of 
emotion that he dearly loved this faithless woman; loved 
her above all earthly considerations and beyond his power 
of reason. 

Soon he began to see before his eyes dancing blood 
spots — ^those warning danger signals on the road to mad- 
ness. They were innumerable and ever in rapid motion. 
It seemed at first to his excited imagination as if the ruby 
lamp hanging before the main altar had burst into a thou- 
sand fragments which were flying wildly in space. Then 
he fancied that there were so many hundred mirrors set 
about in the corners from which the ruby was curiously re- 
flected again and again; the wavering being produced, 
mayhaps, by a slight oscillation of the chain suspending 
the vessel. Again in a horrified frenzy he fancied that 
they were the lambent, blood-^ot eyes of so many fierce 
wolves about to attack him. 

Gaining control of his faculties with an effort and forc- 
ing his reason into a focus, he concluded that these dan- 
cing crimson splotches must be an optical delusion produced 
by the constant view of the one solitary and only point of 
light in the intense darkness* He went to an obscure cor^ 
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ner from where this red light could not be seen and close3 
his eyes. When after a full minute he opened them again 
the dancing demons of red still mocked him. Then he 
realized with vivid flashing shock that they were no opti- 
cal delusion but the unmistakable warning of a tottering 
intellect — ^he was on the verge of insanity. He groaned 
aloud in an agony of spirit. 

Seized with a sudden unreasoning impulse he dashed his 
head violently against one of the stone columns. The 
physical pain at once quickly counteracted the mental an- 
guish and brought him to his senses. The blood from his 
wound, reopened from the impact, ran down his face and 
blinded him. Groping his way to a font of consecrated 
water he bathed his head in the cool, refreshing contents. 
This had the immediate effect of restoring his mental 
equilibrium and all his fantastic chimeras dispelled he sat 
down to patiently await the day. 

Strenuously keeping his thoughts off the object of his 
anguiEih he soon fell into a restless doze. He was awakened 
by the chanting of the Te Deum — a song of joy greeting 
the new-born day — ^by the monks in their retreat adjoining 
the cathedral. To his sensitive fancy, after the Ions: 
wretched night it seemed a very harbhiger of hope and 
filled his breast with a faint joy. It seemed symbolical of 
some happiness soon to come. 

His thoughts again reverted to his wife and in a swift 
procession of chimerical images he seemed to see a recon- 
ciliation between them accomplished through some strange 
means which his senses only faintly grasped and vaguely 
comprehended. He lay in a sensuous, semi-unconscious state 
on this borderland between reality and phantasy. To his 
vague, mirage-filled mind the joyous strains of the hymn 
seemed to take the visual aspect of an electrically illumina- 
ted fountain he had once seen at the Crystal Palace. He first 
saw, through the medium of this aural vision, a slim spray 
rising gradually in an intense whiteness of the crystalline 
clarity of boyish sopranos. This was soon faintly colored 
by the light blue and pink of tenor tones, intermingling 
yet rising to a degree distinct from the central spray. As 
the vtream rose^ fountain-like and higher^ it took on also 
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•Khe deeper color tones of the dark blue of baritone and 
achieving its full height the whole was now darkly shaded 
by the intermingling and deeper intense color tones of 
the dark red and green of the full base of the oflSciating 
priests. Then this seething mass of color melody gradually 
sank and subsided through the same gradations until the 
song fountain was a single spraying column of pure white 
soprano again^ this voice stream gently decreasing until 
only a few tinkling drops of white showed faintly. Then 
it rose again and inversely to its subsidence, gradually 
rising until it reax^hed its apex only to fall and rise and 
fall again. 

Eric was suddenly aroused from this colorated phantas- 
magoria by the clanging of the great doors as they were 
thrown open. The greenish gray and ghastly light of early 
day penetrated the interior of the dark edifice and the 
fresh smell of morning was wafted through the close vapid 
atmosphere. Stretching his cramped limbs Eric arose 
and hastily passed out into the dim street. 

The invigorating air of the new day at once soothed and 
freshened his enervated mind and energies. In the door- 
way and between the numerous archways many beggars lay 
stretched on the ground. One, awakening with a yawn, 
extended his hand for alms, his inborn professional in- 
stinct not allowing him to overlook even ihis early passer- 
by. A mangy, sinful dog found its way into the sanctuary 
and slept peacefully beneath an enshrined statue of the 
Madonna, his parched, cracked nose gratefully receiving 
the trickling drops of sanctified water which overflowed 
the tiny bowl at the base of the figure. 

Eric stood for a moment and drew in great breaths of 
the cool, fresh offering of the early morn. Looking down 
the street was a view clear across the river to the open 
country beyond. In the eastern sky long glistening lances 
of light held aloft a dainty varicolored canopy of illumin- 
ated clouds^ from beneath which, in majestic glory, rolled 
out the sun. It poised itself on the hilltop and then like 
an incandescent crucible of molten bronze, overturned its 
contents down the hillside. This brazen stream, appear- 
ing to magically span the Guadalquiver, glided up the 
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silent streets^ splattering on the buildings and gilding sJl 
before it with its gladsome touch. It was like some magic 
process of transforming the dusky ugliness of the city, aa 
one might beautify some ug'ly wooden carving with a 
sheet of gold leaf. 

A train of mules, laden with country produce, now 
trotted by with a musical tintinnabulation of many bells. 
A picturesque peasant followed, munching his breakfast 
of bread. Occasionally he would hasten a laggard through 
the poetical and alleviating medium of a flower-laden stalk 
plucked by the wayside. At the passing of this pack-train 
there was a great rustle from above in the craggy black- 
ness of the towering cathedral eaves, and with a flapping 
swirl a flock of pigeons followed in the wake of the mules 
busily pecking the trail of dropping seeds and leaves. 

A cow was being led from door to door and milked to 
suit the demands of the customer. 

Suddenly all about there is a great chirruping and 
whistling of many birds, harshly punctuated by the dis- 
cordant squeak of voluble domestic parrots. 'Twas morn- 
ing in Seville. 

Eric, as he walked along, met many beggars crawling out 
of their night shelter, the very first to be astir in this 
strange city. Occasionally he would encounter some la- 
borer on his way to his task prostrate in prayer before some 
wayside shrine. He would sneer with an inward bitter- 
ness at the man's faith, for there was yet a tumult of 
mingled emotions within his own breast. 

Turning a comer he came full tilt upon a belated party 
returning from a night's revel at one of the bodegas. The 
men, all with sodden, lustful faces, were sullen and quiet 
with too much drink. The women, with flushed cheeks 
and eyes gleaming wildly, were almost hysterically gay. 
One of them seemed a little more than a child. Her cor- 
sage, unbuttoned almost its entire length, exposed a black 
scapular outlined vividly against the whiteness of the 
virgin bosom. Behind them a little distance followed a 
black-robed priest carrying the sacred vessels of his office 
and accompanied by a boy swinging a fragrant censer of 
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incense. Theirs had been the humane task of consoling 
the last moments of some sufferer. 

As Eric proceeded the streets became more crowded until 
the whole town seemed astir. He now met flocks of cigar- 
ette girls, all laughing, jesting or eating fruits and candies. 
One venturesome damsel, interested in this haggard young 
man, plucked his sleeve in jest. He turned and the agon- 
ized look in his strained eyes caused her to quickly shrink 
back among her companions. 

Walking like one in a somnambulistic state at last Eric 
reached their lodgings and staggered into the room where 
Doctor Archbell sat at breakfast. 

" Fve found her ! ^' he cried. ^^ Fve found her at last. 
She is here — right here in Seville, and I will soon have 
her back ! '^ 

He then fell in a faint. 

He was abed for a full week and nothing but the physi- 
cian^s prompt actions saved him from brain fever. 

Now they had at least a definite clue to work upon and! 
once more resumed their task. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

r 

SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. 

The World, the Flesh, and the Devil, on their hasty 
exit from the Pettibone-Peahody mansion pre-empted at 
once and without ceremony the first plebeian four-wheeler 
to hand. They were driven hastily to Captain Blythe's 
lodgings. There a hurried exchange was made for what 
every-day clothing could be mustered up. With but a few 
moments to spare they made Charing Cross as the Dover 
Express rumbled in. Their parting was necessarily hasty. 

^^ Adios, my dear boy,'' exclaimed De Castro, *^and a 
thousand thanks." s 

" I too shall only say adios/^ cried Dolly in turn. ** When 
shall we three meet again ? " 

" Quien sale f " replied Captain Blythe. '^ Mayhaps 
sooner than we wot of; but surely not* amidst rain, hail or 
storm.'' 

" I rather fancy not," said Dolly. " If at all, and I hope 
'twill be soon, you may be sure it will be in the warmth, 
color and light of Seville. Adios ! Adios ! " 

The Captain was scarcely reseated in his hansom when 
the twain were rapidly speeding far from dull, prosaic 
London. 

Next afternoon the buzz and liveliness of the L julevard 
was beneath their hotel windows, but they lingered in Paris 
only the few days necessary for an outfitting of Dolly's 
wardrobe. Fauvette having been brought on by a cleverly 
worded telegram they started at once for SeviPo, travelling 
by easy stages, and, as it is almost needless to state, as 
man and wife. 

Their first stop was at Madrid. There they stayed but 
a few days, cheerfully exchanging its somewhat disagree- 
able climate for Malaga. A week there — ^DoUjr's first tast^ 
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of the delicious climate and natural beauties of Spain— 
and they put up at Granada for a more extended stay. 

Time passed quickly and pleasantly enough in sights- 
seeing about this fabled city, so pregnant with the absorb- 
ing and glorious memories of the departed Moor. Whole 
days were dilly-dallied delightfully in drives about the 
country, in visits to the picturesque gypsy camps, and 
amid the romantic beauties of the Alhambra. 

'Dolly was almost diildlike in her exuberant expression 
of enthusiasm and joy over this strange life and new 
world. Her environments now, while new and fascinating, 
seemed yet as something which was ever to be a part of her 
existence. 

" It is all delightful — so delightful ! I really hate to 
leave.^' So she would protest when Manuel would suggest 
a continuation of their journey. 

" Ah, you have not yet seen Spain at its best,^' he replied 
one day. ^*We have a saying, Quien no ha vista Sevillay 
no ha vista marravilla. If your Spanish is improving, mia 
cava, you must surdy understand me." 

Dolly contorted her eyebrows and looked solenm. 

'* He who has not seen Seville has not seen a ^" 

She had gone so far smootfiily enough; but now stopped 
short in baffled search for the word. 

" Bother maravilla ! " she cried petulantly. ^' Thaf a 
the puzzling word ! " 

"A marvel, mia cara^^ exclaimed ManueL "Seville is 
Spain in alU the apogee of its charm.'* 

And marvellous it all proved to her. 

The perihelion of her happiness was seemingly reached 
in that brilliantly beautiful Seville. The subtle magic 
charm of the city fell upon and took full possession of her 
being. Here was, indeed, all that she had ever longed for. 
She fairly reveled in the many picturesque and poetical 
offerings of this wonderful Seville — ^the quaint crooked 
streets with their numerous towers and flamboyantly hued 
houses, covered with still more gorgeously tinted flowers; 
in the groves of orange and olive trees and luxuriant gar- 
dens ; in the quaint, picturesque confusion of semi- 
Moori£ih ardiitecture, The balmy orange-scented air^ and 
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the languorous easy-going methods of living appealed a£ 
once and most powerfully to her sybaritic temi)erament. 

" And this, Manuel, is to be our home always ? ^' she 
cried in delight the first day of their arrival. 

" Forever and ever, mia cara/' he answered tenderly. 

" Paradise could not suit me better,^' she exclaimed in re- 
turn. 

It was all enchantment to her, this city of contrasts 
where the beauties of foliage and florage are so sadly sullied 
with the filth and foulness of a lazy race, and the miseries 
of beggariy humanity. She cared not that everywhere it 
was only too apparent to the artistic eye how sadly the 
exquisite beauty of the Moorish architecture had fared at 
the hands of the conquering and vandalish Spanish. Even 
so mi^t the slime of a serpent have befouled the beauty 
of some bed of flowers. 

Yet even bungling handiwork and alleged improvement 
could not altogether obliterate the insistent and lasting 
intrinsic superiority of the Moors^ skill, which still shows 
every evidence of having proved transcendent, not only 
to the wear and tear of time, but also to this ruthless 
spirit of modernity and the neglect of a shiftless race. 
The mark of the Moor must always be the most enduring 
feature of the visitor's memory. 

It, however, sufficed for Dolly that here was what she 
had ever craved. Here was a wealth of warmth, color and 
brightness, all in vivid contrast to the dullness and dark- 
ness of that London which had so wearied her new na- 
ture. It suited her, this country where all morning was 
like sultry afternoon, and where the afternoon might as 
well be night in the stillness and inactivity of the streets 
inhabited only by sleeping dogs and beggars. Here no- 
body ever appeared to be going anywhere in particular, 
nor in any hurry to get there, and here the duty and obli- 
gation of the day was ever prostituted to the procrastina- 
tion of manana. 

Ah, that delightful, never-to-come manana! How 
easily and pleasantly it disposes of the petty cares and 
t;H>uble6 of the present ! How many loads of trouble are 
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Jumped into that bottomless abyss, never to come to tl^e 
surface to annoy the lotus-eater. 

Here, too, eyen the most ordinary sounds were musical 
— ^the softly-spoken, liquid language, the constant tinkle 
Df guitar or mandolin, alternated at times by the more 
tumble but equally musical tintinnabulation of donkey 
Dells, and, loud above all, the giant melody of the con- 
stantly chiming church bells. 

They first secured apartments at the Hotel de Madrid, 
md then spent a busy week sight-seeing; incidentally 
hLOTise-hunting at the same time. Much seeking and in- 
spection finally secured them a suitable house already fur- 
nished — a veritable miniature palace. It had been put on 
the market by a Spanish capitalist, ruined by the rather 
unexpected turn of affairs in Cuba, and who was only too 
glad to realize on it by means of a responsible tenant. It 
possessed the decided advantage of facing on the public 
square, standing almost in the shadow of the massive and 
imposing cathedral, which, as every tourist knows, is one 
of the city^s sights — a seemingly grim, warning skeleton 
in this universal feast of color and light. 

Alongside this ponderous pile, so sombre and gray, their 
dainty bijou home gave as strange an effect as mig'ht a 
gilded bird-cage hung outside some forbidding burial vault. 

It was the familiar Spanish residence of two stories, all 
rooms opening on the centre patio, or courtyard. There, 
in a wilderness of foliage dignified by a pair of orange 
trees, a tiny fountain's musical murmur sang its merry 
song by day and night. The furnishings were sumptuous 
even to the degree of ornateness, and complete in every de- 
tail. 

So procuring the necessary servants, they were enabled 
to take possession at once. Dolly quickly settled down to 
a full enjoyment of life as it is lived in Seville. 

All that had gone before was forgotten. Home, hus- 
l)and and parents were to her as if they never had been 
in her life. She reveled in this new existence and this 
great overwhelming love — ^for Manuel was all that was to 
te desired in an ardent and slavish lover, 
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Life seemed one grand dolce far nientey with gold^ days 
of languor succeeding feverish nights of love. 

"Are you truly happy, mia cara?^' Manuel asked her 
one day. 

"Far and away above my most fervent expectations" 
she replied. *^ Manuel, you cannot imagine how happy I 
am ! How glad I am to feel that I am far away from the 
North with its chill and fogs — and him. The poet is 
right. ^ The cold in clime are cold in blood.^ ^^ 

Dolly had adapted herself to her new environments 
with a strange and surprising facility. All that was 
bizarre and Bohemian within her responded instantly and 
rapturously to this gay, indolent and semi-out-door life. 
The forces within working in harmony with the forces 
without, and all accentuated by her supersensitive tem- 
perament, now led to a full development of that new be- 
ing, which had been but tentatively revealed heretofore 
in England. , 

As if enervated, or rather acclimated by the change of 
country, she became more languid in her actions and 
more luxurious in her manner of living. Yet this change, 
to a degree, applied inversely to her mentality, her tem- 
per, at times, taking on a keen, resentful and passionate 
aspect common to the women of Latin countries. Her eyes, 
which before had always been so tender, were now deeply 
and sensuously languorous, but when aroused exhibiting 
a fiery, flashing diablerie altogether foreign to her pre- 
vious gentle nature. 

More marked above all was an erotic eflBlorescence 
vividly evidenced in the seductive and suggestive pout of 
the lips, the melting aphrodisiac dewiness of the great 
eyes, and inviting voluptuousness of bust and form. So 
radically had she changed, and so readily had she adapted 
the habits and costumes of Spain, that in a month one 
could scarcely recognize in her the erstwhile bom and 
bred English woman. 

She had become a most devout church attendant, but 
this was clearly a devotion inspired more by a sensual 
gratification of the senses in the poetical and picti;resqu^ 
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ceremonies of the national religion rather than any higher 
and purely spiritual consideration. 

Their daily life now was in common with the higher 
class of the city. There were drives in Les Delicias — 
the Eotten Eow of Seville — or afternoons spent in the de- 
lightful storied gardens of the Alcazar. Then again were 
the thousand and one excursions into the country. One 
cannot ever be dull in this city of open air delights. 

In the evening they would occasionally attend the opera; 
yet more often prefer to lounge until midnight in the 
fairyland of their enclosed garden. Manuel would play 
the mandolin and Dolly would accompany him with her 
charming voice. Carmen's love song was still her prime 
favorite, and all day long the corridors would ring with 
the enchanting aria of " Amor ! Amor ! '^ This she would 
sing over and over again, seemingly never tiring of its 
exotic charm. 

The aria seemed to most aptly express the fullness of 
her mental and physical exhilaration, and, above all, the 
new view which she held of the relation of the sexes. 

Social intercourse was, perforce, denied them by reason 
of their illicit relations, but so completely were they en- 
grossed in their happiness it was scarcely missed. 

At first there had been a great many male visitors — club 
and military friends of Manuel. These had finally ceased 
after several fiercely disputed quarrels in regard to undue 
attentions on their part, withal entirely unsolicited or en- 
couraged by Dolly. Manuel was extremely jealous, even 
of the most petty social trifles. Often, after the guests 
had left, he would indulge in many and groundless re- 
criminations. 

Of course a sensible woman — but, alas, here an illogi- 
cal hypothesis is at once encountered. The very word 
sensible used in the manner intended would render the 
sentence meaningless, or rather far-fetched and altogether 
Utopian. However, Dolly would, in a spirit of perverseness, 
coldly taunt Manuel, and in general act in such a manner 
as to convey the idea that his suspicions were correct. 
Her provoking attitude — ^and how masterly a woman's 
tbujnb can pres9 on tb^ quick — would finally put him 
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completely beside himself, and wildly pacing the floor in 
a frenzy he would relieve himself of some very ugly lan- 
guage. Ten minutes later he would be making apologies 
as abject as his erstwhile objurgations I'ad been virulent. 

Strange as it may appear these outbreaks were seem- 
ingly but evidences indicating the strength of their affec- 
tion each for the other. And the fervency and intensity 
of the amorous aftermaths always seemed in an exact ratio 
to the bitterness of the preceding quarrel. 

One of these quarrels had culminated one day in a rather 
unpleasant incident — ^leastwise it would appear in that 
light to a disinterested outsider. 

One morning at breakfast Manuel had boen somewhat 
surly and glowering. The mole-hiU of one of those in- 
cidents which only ever led to a difference between them 
had by a brooding over been magnified into a mountain 
of suspicion. While not indulging in an actual outbreak 
he had managed to drag along and find an outlet for his 
grievance in that especially irritating resource known 
generally in domestic life as ^^nagging.^^ Dolly endured 
it for a while in an ominous silence. Finally finding it 
unbearable she tantalizingly provoked an outbreak by one 
of the many subtle devices peculiar to her sex. Manuel at 
once jumped to his feet and proceeded to do what Dolly 
termed the " caged lion act.^' After an exchange of some 
hostilities Dolly started peremptorily to leave the room. 
Before she reached the door Manuel had overtaken her 
and clutched her by the wrist. In the intensity of his 
anger he caught her rather roughly, bruising the skin and 
causing her to cry out in pain. At the same time it had 
the more startling effect of bringing her new Spanish 
temper to a critical focus. With her free hand she quickly 
caught a cut-glass rose-bowl from a near-by cabinet and 
in the twinkling of an eye had struck him full between the 
eyes, cutting a long gash in his forehead. 

One could not help but have realized by her set face 
and flashing eyes that if the weapon had been a dagger 
the blow would have been as swift and as resentful. 

The shock staggered Manuel, and blinded by the pro- 
fuse flow of bipod he groped his ^ay to a chair. The 
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moment Dolly saw the blood her mood instantaneously 
changed. In a second she was on her knees by his sid« 
bathing the wound and tearfully protesting her contri- 
tion. At the sight of her grief he started to crying also, 
and kissing her bruised wrist over and over again cata- 
logued himself as a brute, an unworthy and despicable 
loafer and all the disagreeable names w'hidh he could call 
up. A revilement which strangely enough Dolly all the 
while fervently declared to be altogether uncalled for. 

In five minutes they were laughing and alternating 
caresses as if nothing disagreeable had ever occurred and 
with a most markedly increased exhibition of effusion. 

Truly the ways of man and woman wrapped up in the 
passion of love are past finding out. 

Ever after and deep down in his heart Manuel regarded 
her in a new light and felt a strange pride and fear of her 
that-^had never occupied his attention before. 

Nevertheless, and wisely enough too, he conclud-ed that 
he must not let her be seen too much, more especially as 
golden hair possessed a most invincible charm and potential 
attraction for his Countr3rmen. 

So they thus lived a great deal to themselves. Occasion- 
ally Dolly was left to her own resources for a few days at 
a time when Manuel would make flying and absolutely 
necessary trips to Madrid. The days of his absence would 
be sadly trying periods, and with her novel and pets, or 
lounging in the garden she would make but a sorry pre- 
tence of enjoyment. Sundry friends of ManuePs learning 
of his absence displayed their loyaltyto him by calling round 
after dark and seeking by soulful serenade and more or 
less oflf-key twanging of guitars to console her for his ab- 
sence. In fact, two happening to select the same hour, 
they first broke their instruments over each other's heads 
and then — being both of the military — ^went at it with, 
swords until dispersed by the police. 

But it was all of no avail, for Dolly paid not the slight- 
est attention to their wooing. Needless to say all the 
gossiping senoras of the neighborhood considered this evi- 
dence of faithfulness to be only a little short of insanity 
on DoU/s part. 
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Soon these trips of ManuePs began to become more fre- 
quent. On his return he would appear sorely perturbed; 
but as his caresses and endearments were, if possible, more 
profuse than ever, neither the necessity of these absences 
nor his distrait moments troubled Dolly very much. 

Thus went on the insidious stealing away of the sand 
of tim6 in the hour-glass of happiness. The grains of 
pleasant days gliding pleasantly through their course of 
weeks rounded into the fullness of several months. A full 
half year had now passed away in their lotus eating para- 
dise. 

Then came the day of changes — ^the third act in the 
strange story of this victim of relentless fate. 

The curtain of the mind's eye rises, this fateful after- 
noon, on the living room of their bijou palace. Dolly, 
after the habit of the country, was taking her usual after- 
noon siesta. This luxury she had quickly fallen into, it 
being eminently befitting to the extreme sultriness of the 
afternoon. 

The luxuriously furnished room was designed after the 
ornate Moorish fashion. The solid gilded arabesque pat- 
terns of wall and fagade were relieved pleasantly by the 
web-like and contrasting filigree work of silver, and all 
were touched by softening varnish of time which at once 
dimmed and enhanced. Many and costly rugs were scat- 
tered about the marble floor, while the gem of the few 
but choice works of art was a genuine and costly Velasquez. 

Back of the couch an immense window led out to a bal- 
cony shaded by a red and white striped awning, softly rip- 
pling to the languid breeze as if invisible fairy feet were 
lightly tripping o'er its outer surface. Prom the balcony 
one might look down to the patio below, now flooded with 
the incand-escent glare of the afternoon's sun. Its blinding 
brilliancy was heightened by the dazzling reflection thrown 
back from the white marble -pa^e — ^the tout ensemble in 
striking contrast to the shaded coolness of the darkened 
room above. 

The patio itself was a veritable miniature fairyland be- 
wildering in its profuse and chaotic riot of flamboyant and 
vivid colors. Coming suddenly upon it the visual senses 
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would swim at this crazy, disordered embarrassment of 
riches, which diflEerentiated into the white of marble tiles 
and steps, the dull, Pompeiian red of tSie walls, and the 
intense green of foliage polka-dotted with the orange of 
ripening fruit, while all about gleamed the flamboyant tints 
of roses, poppies, and anemones. Overhead curved the 
brilliant unflecked sapphire of a southern sky. In the 
centre a marble basin, stocked with gold fish, surrounded 
a tiny, tinkling fountain. Its glittering, crystal stream 
spouting from the lips of a plump Cupid and shot by the 
diffusing brilliant sunshine which seemed to incorporate 
its rays in each individual drop of water, gave the strange 
appearance of a miniature volcano spouting a stream of 
glittering prismatic diamond dust. 

Dolly lay, one arm thrown back of the golden head, 
nestled on the contrasting background of the scarlet fabric 
of the pillow. The long eye-lashes vividly outlined against 
the skin were like exquisite tracings of India ink on the 
marble of her flower-like face, exquisite in the seraphic 
innocence of her sleep. One shapely limb was thrown over 
the side of the couch, the slipper fallen from the extended 
limb, revealed the plump tiny foot. 

Complacently stretched across the foot of the couch lay 
her immense Persian cat ^^ Sinner," so called by reason of 
his undue fondness for killing stray, unwary pigeons. 

With the slightly exposed bosom rising and falling 
rhythmically Dolly softly slumbered, her senses caress- 
ingly lulled by the orange-scented gush of the soft south, 
wind and the somnolent monotone of the fountain's splash- 
ing lullaby. 

From a merry-making in the distance faintly sounded 
the soft, voluptuous strains of twanging guitars. The 
monotone tick of the tiny French clock on the mantel 
served rather to accentuate than disturb the dreaminess 
of it all. 

An artificial and contrasting tincture was imparted to 
the atmosphere, sweet with the pot-pourri of the garden 
below, by the perfumed incense burning in a tiny ruby 
and silver urn before a shrine of the Madonna. The sleu- 
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der column of smoke ascending in a straight, spiral and 
slightly wavering line gave the strange appearance of a 
squirming serpent poised on its tail. 

The chime of the clock musically striking the half- 
after-four seemed to penetrate Dolly's slumber, for she 
stirred uneasily. After tossing from side to side, she 
suddenly sat upright. She stared straight before her, 
after the manner of one who looks but does not see. Sud- 
denly she screamed aloud. Fauvette from the next room 
ran in quickly. 

" Is Madame ill ? " she asked anxiously. 

Dolly was silent for a moment, as if collecting her be- 
wildered thoughts. 

" Oh, Fauvette ! '^ she exclaimed. " Fve just had such 
an unpleasant dream.'' 

" Unpleasant ? " queried Fauvette curiously. 

" Oh, so very unpleasant and so realistic," replied Dolly 
nervously. 

She rose languidly and crossed the room to the mirror. 

^^ And the strangest part of it all," she continued, fear- 
fully, ^^is that it is a continuation of a peculiarly vivid 
and awful dream I had one night a fortnight ago. Then I 
dreamt I was alone, by night, in a beautiful and peaceful 
valley. All about was exquisite foliage and verdure, and 
far above was the sky's canopy of silver-crested clouds. 
The stars shone brilliantly, and the whole scene was 
flooded by a magnificent silver moon. In the centre of 
this valley rose a fountain, a single slender stream thrown 
high in the air from a pure marble figure which repre- 
sented, I seemed to intuitively know, the source of exis- 
tence. Above this limpid stream hovered an an^el clad in 
white, and with a face of luminous transcendent beauty 
and tenderness. 

" ' Behold ! ' it cried. * Yon stream is your life ! ' 

" Hardly had this spirit spoken when there was a grue- 
some change. The bright, silvery moon was hidden by 
gieat black clouds, and an intense darkness surrounded 
me. God ! Even the memory shocks me now, for the 
pure crystal spray of water had magically changed to a 
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scarlet, sanguinary stream of blood ! Again, to add to 
my horror, the angel's place had been taken by a horrify- 
ing wraith of hideous, shapeless aspect. I awoke with a 
scream and had no more sleep that night. You remem- 
ber, Fauvette, that Manuel, being absent, you had to 
spend the rest of the night with me without a reason. Now 
you know why.'' 

Fauvette, who had listened with a fine skeptical air, 
was non-committingly silent. 

*^And now the strangest of it all," said Dolly with a 
shudder, " was this dream I've just had. I was once more 
in fancy in this valley. I appeared to be in the midst of 
a great storm of the elements and a greater conflict of 
the forces of good and evil. Sometimes the clouds would 
part and the moon, with a single silver shaft of light, 
would illuminate this fountain, which typified my life, 
and it would sparkle serenely pure and limpid, while the 
brilliant spirit would hover over it brightly and en- 
couragingly. Again there would be a rush of chilling 
wind, a peal of thunder, and through the sudden, intense 
blackness, to my horror I would see the strange metamor- 
phosis of the crystal spray to a sanguinary scarlet stream 
with its fearful attendant shade. Now, as. I watched in a 
frantic terror, the struggle for mastery became a confused, 
uncertain conflict. The stream would turn now white, 
then red, and at times partake of a strange commingling of 
both colors, while, with a rushing, thrashing naise the 
spirit and the shade would struggle far in the air above 
me. At last there was a fearful shriek as the shade fled 
defeated. Swiftly the dark clouds rolled away, the stars 
glittered brilliantly and the moon shone out, suffusing 
the whole scene in the splendor of its radiance. I now 
saw my stream of life, once more its serene immaculate 
purity, while with an ineffable look of happiness but tear- 
glistening eyes my spirit bent over me. Yet even as I 
joyously watched, it began to grow less and less, until 
at last it died away entirely, yet remaining a pure white 
to the last drop. By some higher inspiration, and with a 
strange lucidity, I at once divined that only through death 



236 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHV. 

was my life to be purified. How strange it all was! 
.What a peculiar coincidence, and what can it all mean! '* * 

As Dolly finished Fauvette assumed a superior, a mat- 
ter-of-fact air. 

*' Mon Dieu ! '^ she exclaimed, ^^ it was only a dream." 

" But it was so unpleasantly vivid and real,'' said Dolly. 
'^ See, I am still trembling. I felt that I was lost. It is 
like a premonition ! '' 

"Madame has but little to fear,'' said Fauvette re- 
assuringly, as she drew aside the window pertidre, flood- 
ing the room with the vivid sunlight. 

" Where is Senor Manuel ? " asked Dolly nervously, her 
eyes blinking in the strong light. 

*" By dflta accurately ascertained, and, at the time, fully certi- 
fied, it has been satisfactorily proven beyond doubt, that tlds first 
dream of Dolly's took place the very night that her husband, Eric 
Singleton, spent his frenzied vigil in the cathedral, and, presum- 
ably, at the very moments^ of his peculiar colorated fantasy in re- 
gard to the strange conjunction of the illuminayed fountain and 
9ie Te Deum. How strange is this coincidence of both his semi- 
dream — for he was half awake — and her dream, pertaining each 
to a fountain ! Yet this latter coincidence only served to prove 
the explanation following and which is based on purely psychic 
grounds. The mental condition of both being considered at that 
exact time, we find his posUvve the best state for transmission, and 
hers negative and so consequently acutely receptive and fully sus- 
ceptible to this outer influence. His mind being concentrated on 
Dolly and her lamentable situation, and being abnormally active 
and potent, these powerful thought forms were, at once, through 
the medium of thought transference, projected through space to 
her, and reacting most potentially by vibration upon her passive 
sensitive consciousness, logically produced the phenomena of her 
dream which was but an esoteric revelation of her correct situa- 
tion. Thus both their dreams of that night were symbolical — his 
of a joy to come, and hers, a vague, fleeting realization of her 
spiritual state. But that her first dream was yet incomplete, was 
shown by this second dreanv, now fully symbolical of a future re- 
demption through a tragical — mayhaps, fatal — medium. The 
influence producing this latter dream will be readily appreciated 
and understood as the story proceeds. The logic of the explana- 
tion embodied above may be readily verified by attested docu- 
ments, of similar cases, in the possession of the London Society 
of Psychological Research. The Author. 
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'* Packing his valise/^ replied the maid. '' His train 
leaves in an hour/' 

"I had forgotten/' said Dolly. *^ Bother those jour- 
neys I I detest being alone.*' 

She stepped out carelessly onto the balcony. With a 
sudden dramatic impetuousity she grasped Pauvette by 
the wrist and dragged her to the window. 

*' Look, Pauvette I '* she cried, with blanched face and 
trembling lin^bs. ^' See how the shadow of the cathedral 
cross is casf*bn the marble pavement below I How vivid 
and how ominous ! Every afternoon it appears there like 
a depressing pall. 

" It is like death in a garden. It must be another warn- 
ing. I wonder if it be, and of what ? " 

^^ Cieir' cried Pauvette, with a fine disdain of omens. 
''It is but an accident. A shadow must fall somewhere. 
It can mean nothing." 

But Dolly was sadly perturbed over the coincidence of 
the dream and the shadow of the cross. In conunon with 
the strange infusing characteristics of her new tempera- 
ment, superstition had taken a strong hold. Restlessly 
she took up her mandolin and idly thrummed it. She 
sang, but her voice was faint and wavering, like one who 
would feign conceive oneself against conviction. 

Throwing the instrument aside she lit a cigarette. For 
a moment she amused herself blowing the smoke into a 
miniature fernery where a colony of ants had their home. 
The smoke settling and drifting amidst the shrubbery, to- 
gether with the wild running hither and thither of the 
startled insects, gave the appearance of a battle in a forest 
viewed from a balloon. Tiring of this, her mind still dis- 
turbed with nervous foreboding, she started to go into the 
garden. 

Standing at the head of the stairs she was startled by 
the sound below of unmistakably English voices. As she 
vaguely wondered whom it might be a human whirlwind 
bounded up the staircase and in a second Lady Gladys 
Vannington had grasped her about the neck and was 
smothering her in a confusion of kisses and caresses. The 
impetuis of this vigorous greeting staggered Dolly and the 
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two were carried full across the room and onto the couch. 
There, laughing hysterically, they both sprawled. Captain 
Blythe who had followed up more decorously stood hat 
in hand smiling at the strange picture. 

^^ Well, of all the unexpected visitors,^' cried Dolly as 
soon as she recovered her breath, '^ you are that and lie 
most welcome.^^ 

Then came another gurgling smother of exclamations 
and felicitations. 

" How you have changed ! " exclaimed Lady Gladys at 
length, holding her off at arm^s length and examining her | 
critically. ^^ Really, I should scarcely have known you. 
You are to all purposes and intents a born Spaniard ! " 

"I have found my element," said Dolly, ''and simply 
fitted into it." 

Attracted by the confusion of voices Manuel entered. 

''This is indeed a pleasure," he cried effusively. He 
greeted the visitors most cordially yet with the slightest 
suspicion of embarrassment. 

"We could scarcely resist the pleasure of calling," ex- 
claimed Captain Blythe, " even at the risk of intrusion." 

" Intrusion ? Oh, fie ! " cried Dolly. " If we knew that 
you were in Seville and did not call we should never for- 
give you. Where in goodness^ name did you two drop 
from ? " 

" We have just run over from Barcelona," exclaimed the 
Captain, " where we are guests on Lord Villier's yacht, the 
' Silver Spray .^ We've been in the Mediterranean for the 
last three months and return to England in a few days. 
This accounts for our Cowes toggery." 

The Captain was in white flannel cap-a-pie, while Lady 
Gladys exploited a Eedfern creation of red and white. 

"I first fancied," observed Dolly, "when I saw you to- 
gether that you were honeymooning ! " 

"Hardly as yet," replied Captain Blythe, "but I have 
hopes." 

"Well, the secret is out," said Lady Gladys blushing. 
" We are seriously considering matrimony. Lord Villier's 
is so thoughtful. He always selects afl&nities in making up 
his invitation list." 
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Dolly and Manuel voiced their congratulations. 

^^ How do you fancy our Spain ? ^' asked Manuel ali 
length. 

^^ I am rather disappointed/' replied the Captain drawl- 
ingly. " Spain is becoming so rapidly modernized. Cook 
and his hordes of tourists have ruined it. Just fancy as we 
were coming across the square we ran into a most enter- 
prising beggar. He displayed a sign, ^ I am blind/ in no 
less than the three different languages of English, French, 
and German." 

" Quite enterprising/' assented Manuel. ^^ But no ap- 
peal in Spanish ? " 

*^ Strange to say, none/* replied Captain Blythe. 

" I fancy," interjected Lady Gladys, " that he reasoned 
that no beggar was a profit in his ov;n country. I must 
say/' she continued, "that I too am a little disappointed. 
We went to a bull fight yestrdey. It was exceedingly 
tame. Not a soul killed — only the bull. I bought a lovely 
lace handkerchief to weep over some unfortunate matador; 
but it went to loss. Yet, nevertheless, there was the ele- 
ment of interest. I was much amused by the great num- 
ber of black-frocked priests scattered here and there in 
the brilliantly attired audience. They looked for all the 
world like so many blackbirds in an aviary of gorgeously 
hued parrots. The analogy was strengthened by the con- 
stant chattering. Your parsons here are certainly sporty 
enough, I must say ! " 

"But no more," retorted Manuel, "than your cross-, 
country riding and port-swigging parsons at home." 

" Spain, I fear/' commented Captain Blythe, " will soon ' 
have but little left of its distinguishing characteristics save 
its glorious climate." 

" And you may be sure," said Dolly with a soupgon of 
sarcasm, "if climate were a commercial commodity some 
English Company, Limited, would have been formed long 
ago to transport it to dreary England and peddle it out in 
parcels at so much per parcel. Who is it said you are a 
nation of shopkeepers ? How apropos — ^the commercial 
spirit is well imbued ! " 
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^^ Canned climate/^ cried Lady Gladys, ^^ would simply 
te a delightful idea for al fresco luncheons and picnics." 

" We shall soon/* commented Manuel, " have but little 
left in the way of local color save the churches and the 
beggars/* 

" And they,** said the Captain, '^ are alike in always hav- 
ing their hands in one*8 pockets.** 

*'The poor, you must remember,** said Lady Gladys 
chidingly, "like the intermezzo from ^Cavalleria Ensti- 
cana,* are always with us.** 

" Or, again, one might say like the * Lost Chord,* ** as- 
sented the Captain. " That selection followed me all over 
Europe and even to the north shore of Africa.** 

" Talking of churches,** said Lady Gladys, " I see you 
have a cathedral for a next-door neighbor. How delight- 
ful ! You are literally in the shadow of sanctity I ** 

"And ofttimes redolent of it also,** replied Dolly. 
" When the wind is right the whole house is full of the 
burning incense used at the frequent services. We are 
quite accustomed to it ourselves, but Don Quixote, my 
parrot — and by the way he reminds me a great deal of old 
Cinderbox — swears most frightfully, as it seems to most 
sordy trouble his eyes and throat. Poor fellow, he has his 
troubles ! We used to hang his cage out on that side of 
the house because it is always shady; but now we have 
to keep him altogether indoors, as the head Jesuit sent in 
a personal appeal to have him removed. It seems that 
when tired of joining in the chant of the monks he would 
turn about — ^the hardened old rascal — ^and swear in a most 
violent and frightful manner at the good fathers. He 
has a most shocking vocabulary of all manner of vile oaths. 
I picked him up in a hodega, and imagine he acquired his 
bad habit from the habitues, ^^ 

" The minute he now smells the incense,** added Manuel, 
'' he shrieks : * There go those infernal fools at their tricks 
again,* and supplements his observation with a volley of 
oaths.** 

^' What a wonderfully inxelligent bird ! ** observed Cap- 
tain Blythe. 

Jiady Gladjrs quickly gave him a sly warning kick. She 
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did not for a moment forget that they were now in an 
ultra-Catholic country. 

" I fancy/' she said quickly, " that Don Quixote is not 
only a very wicked bird but a most bigoted anti-ritualist 
in the bargain ! '' 

^*I am trying hard to break him of the habit/' said 
Dolly sadly, ^^ but really he seems a hopeless case/' 

" I fear, mia cara/' observed Manuel, " that giving him 
over to the care of Fauvette as a tutor is not improving 
him very much. He said some new and very naughty words 
yesterday with a suspiciously French accent — in fact, there 
was no mistaking where he got the chic twist of his head 
as he delivered them." 

*'It must be infinitely charming," commented Lady 
Gladys musingly, " to live in an atmosphere of music and 
prayer." 

" Manuel is very well pleased with the Cathedral for a 
neighbor," replied Dolly mischievously. ^* He thinks there 
is no danger from those ascetic woman-hating monks. One 
can scarcely get up a flirtation with a pot-bellied father 
who never raises his eyes from his missal." 

*' It is truly strange/' said the Captain gallantly, " that 
even a monk can resist your charms." 

" How lucky it is," said Lady Gladys piqued, ^' since 
you are so irresistible that it is not instead a military bar- 
racks." 

" How lucky, indeed ! " growled Manuel. '^ One cannot 
but remember that it was the proximity of a certain bar- 
racks and a cigarette factory that gave the world a 
tragedy famous in novel, drama and music." 

" True, and that brings back the recollection of the 
last time we met or rather parted," said Captain Blythe 
lightly. "You asked then, Madame, when should we 
three meet again. Well, as they say in the circus, here we 
are again — and all in Spain. Truly, time works won- 
ders ! " 

" Oh, that night ! " cried Lady Gladys ecstatically. '^ I 
shall never forget it. What a Carmen you were, Dolly, 
and what a time we all had ! And such a finale ! Your 
e^apade w«^9 the nine dayi^' y^oM^i: pf Qpci^l I^ndou ! *^ 
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True to the shallo-w butterfly frivolity of her kind for 
fully ten minutes Lady Gladys rattled on with many and 
petty details of the resultant town talk. For a while the 
conversation was confined to the doings of the eventful 
night. At last Lady Gladys ventured on what she felt 
was thin ice. 

^^ I suppose/^ she said guardedly, *' you know of the un- 
fortunate incident that followed at home after your leav- 
ing — ^I mean your mother's death. I trust I do not shock 
you." 

" No ; this is not the first news of it/' replied Dolly 
carelessly. ^^We had all the London papers. I cannot 
say I felt any especial emotion. Not that I have become 
entirely hardened since I — ^went away ; but I saw so very 
little of her that she scarcely seemed a mother to me.'' 

'^You know, I presume," said Captain Blythe 
awkwardly, '^ that he — ^your husband — is here and accom- 
panied by Doctor Archbell ? " 

*' Here in Seville ? " exclaimed Manuel in surprise. 

'^ Right here in Seville," replied the Captain. " We met 
them only this morning in the Alcazar gardens and al- 
most face to face.' 

" Manuel, you must have a care ! " cried Dolly fear- 
fully. 

"True, I must be guarded," said Manuel decidedly. 
" Not that I fear the possible further satisfaction he may 
seek, but I should not care for a public scandal." 

"Have no fear, Senor," said Captain Blythe convinc- 
ingly, " of him seeking satisfaction or provoking an open 
scandal. The poor devil is well-nigh completely broken 
down with worry and illness. He looked the shadow of 
himself. He is scarcely convalescent from his wound, 
which laid him up a couple of months, and is here, I be* 
lieve, partly for his health and partly — ^well, I suppose a 
man never gives up hope of a woman he has deeply 
loved." 

Manuel frowned, while Dolly toyed impatiently witK 
her fan. Lady Gladys gave the Captain another sly kick. 

" It strikes me," cried Dolly with a forced gayety, " that 
the conversation 19 taking a mournful complexion. By- 
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the-by. Captain, talking of our last meeting — ^how odd I 
You were then all in scarlet, and behold 1 you now appear 
all in white ! Is it anything symbolical — ^a change spirit- 
ually, as well as outwardly ? ^' 

" Not unless/' replied the Captain, ^' it be some occult 
ecclesiastical rejuvenescence, say along the lines af 
'Though my sins be as scarlet, wash me and I shall be 
whiter than snow/ Ton my honor. Lady Gladys haa 
done nothing but drag me from one cathedral to another 
since we first set foot on Spanish soil. She, it would ap- 
pear, has taken my spiritual welfare in hand, and that 
may have led indirectly to a chastening of the spirit. Fve 
actually been to mass five or six times, and to vespers a 
full dozen.'' 

'^ Truly, a strange experience for you/' observed Lady 
Gladys ironically. 

'^ Oh, not so very strange,*' retaliated the Captain. '^ Fve 
dipped into religion a little bit. 1 shall never forget my 
first solemn high mass and incidentally my first ro- 
mance." 

'* Eomance 1 " cried Dolly, delighted. " Do tell us all 
about it." 

She was nervously anxious to avoid a recurrence to 
home topics. 

'^ Of course/' said the Captain deprecatingly, '^ you will 
bear in mind I was rather young at the time." 

*'• Oh — ^then," exclaimed Lady Gladys sarcastically, 
*' this is but a little bit of ancient history ! " 

"Maybe so," retorted the Captain nonchalantly. ''It 
was the year I first met you and you had been married 
three years at that 1 " 

" Oh, tommyrot ! " cried Lady Gladys confusedly. " A 
truce to airy persiflage ! " 

The Captain took out his notebook and carefully en- 
tered a memorandum. 

" Thafs the eighth time to-day," he said with a mock 
gravity, " that you have said ' tommyrot.' And you have 
also, I see, said ' pickles ' just seven times. So, that's just 
fifteen cigars you owe me." 

" But you must remember," cried Lady Gladys triumph- 
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antly, " that yesterday you said a very naughty word wHen 
I asked you to just go into one more nice, creepy-loakmg 
church. We are now squared. Tommy — or, rather, I 
should say gracious me ! " she added, " let us have your 
story." 

She settled herself hack with an air of ennui as if the 
Captain and his romance were a matter of the most sub- 
lime indifference to her. 

*^ It was after a hard Saturday night at the club,^' be- 
gan the Captain, " and myself and a few friends wended 
our way homeward in the bright glare of Sunday morn- 
ing. I must say one feels very queer in one^s dress- 
clothes by daylight. You cannot conceive how those gar- 
ments, immaculate and suitable by evening, can look so 
tawdry and stagy by daylight. I honestly felt like a 
cross between an undertaker and a cheap table-d'h6te 
keeper — and those worthies, you know, have much in com- 
mon. In the freshness and glory of morning, with the 
church bells chiming all about and everybody bound for 
service, I felt very disreputable." 

^^And must have looked still more so," observed Lady 
Gladys. ^' What a nuisance that bell-ringing is on a Sun- 
day morning when one wishes to sleep. They should, I 
fancy, be more conducive to profanity than piety. I, per- 
sonally, can only endure them in the country. When 
softly chiming far off, with the enchantment of, say, a 
couple of miles, they are delightful and a pleasant bit of 
pastoral color." 

^^Well, this particular morning," continued the Cap- 
tain, *^not being in bed, they suggested service to us. 
Passing a Catholic Church we entered with the congrega- 
tion, even at the risk of encountering one's cook or but- 
ler." 

'^ London butlers," interjected Lady Gladys, "I feel 
sure never go to church. I cannot faintly imagine one 
bending his awful dignity and bestiffened back even to 
his Maker. Just fancy one's austere-faced butler writhing 
in the agonies of a penitent soul ! " 

Captain Blythe smiled indulgently. 

** W^ were quickly seated/' he said^ " through the kind 
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services of an usher, stimulated by half a crown. It is 
curious how money has its potency even in church cir- 
cles/^ 

" If old Cinderbox were here/' commented Lady Gladys, 
^^ he would say it is the foundation of religion and add that 
even our prayer-books have symbolical gilded edges/' 

** We commanded a good view, being placed in a stall 
in the dress-circle tier/' again began the Captain. 

" A pew in the gallery/' corrected Lady Gladys. 

" Well, whatever you might call it, we enjoyed a good* 
view of the whole affair and were just in time for the over- 
ture." 

" Voluntary, stupid ! " snapped Lady Gladys. 

" There was indeed a strange and striking contrast be- 
tween the place we had just left and this edifice with its 
solemn inspiring quietness. The faint odor of incense took 
the place of cigarette fumes. The fresh fragrance of thd 
dew-laden foliage wafted through the open windows, ob- 
literated the lingering memory of stale champagne. Out- 
side the twittering of the birds succeeded the click of the 
twirling roulette wheel and rattling chips. I must admit 
that something of the atmosphere stole into my vitiated 
system. The performance or rather ceremony then went 

on and was very imposing, the well-trained chorus ^" 

Choir," corrected Lady Gladys. 

Answering the officiating priest who was a really very 
fine baritone and held the centre of the stage — or I should 
say, altar — ^with a steadfast persistency that would have 
done credit to a pet tenor. The deep tones of the priest, 
the chant of the choir, and the solemn thunder of the 
organ was in one vast rhythmical harmony. The eye was 
delighted by the blaze of innumerable candles about the 
altars and the peculiar effect of the garish sunlight chast- 
ened into a varicolored softness in its passage through the 
stained glass windows. An additional and mystic c^harm 
was imparted by the intense almost overpowering odor 
of burning incense. It was all profoundly impressive and 
absolutely entrancing in its poetical sensuality and relig- 
ious saturation. Considered in a sensual and spectacular 
sense, the mass is a most fascinating ceremony and exx" 
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tertainment. If the blas6 seekers of new sensations in cm 
upper classes realized the charm of this religious function 
they would patronize it as freely as the opera. It is boiii 
poetical and picturesque/' 

" True, indeed ! '' chimed in Lady Gladys. " I too have 
rather a weakness for what one of our misguided bishops 
has spitefully termed the ^ fripperies of candle, bell, and in- 
cense/ Your anti-ritualist, to my fancy, is an unfortunate 
being absolutely devoid of the slightest vestige of artistic 
perception or appreciation. Simply a poor soul in whom 
the sense of beauty is altogether atrophied and who is 
rather to be pitied than otherwise. Eeally, Pve found 
that my pet operas of Faust and the Huguenots — ^and the 
latter is simply a most delicious, shivery mixture of re- 
ligion and murder — ^were emulated, if not transcended by 
the charm and sumptuousness of solemn high mass. I 
shall never forget the most delightful Christmas I ever 
spent in my life. We made up a party, went to high mass 
in the morning, played poker all afternoon, and after din- 
ner took a box for Carmen. It filled out the day charm- 
ingly and, really, of the two musical affairs, I don't know 
which I enjoyed the more ! " 

The twain had scarcely been in the house a half an 
hour and yet in that brief period her ladyship had suc- 
ceeded in infusing the artificial element of London frivol- 
ity — ^a feverish false note — ^into the languorous atmosphere 
of dreamy Seville. 

^^ To my fancy,'' cried Dolly enthusiastically, ^^ there is 
the same difference between your dry formal service of the 
established church and our high mass, as there is between 
a dull, preachy play of the problem type and a gorgeoudy 
mounted opera. As one appeals entirely and uncomprom- 
isingly — ^and not always pleasantly — to the intellect, so 
does the other appeal solely and most delightfully to the 
sensual and poetioil senses of eye and ear." 

^^ While admiring all your tastes in such matters," ob- 
served Manuel with a mock severity, *^ I must beg to take 
an exception. One would fancy you all regarded the 
sacred ceremony merely as a show and without at all con- 
sidering the deeper significance back of it. How do you 
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suppose the clmrch authorities would feel in regard to your 
best society attending their services merely as a spectacle 
and source of enjoyment ? ^* 

" Oh, I presume/' replied the Captain lightly, *^ they 
would reason it could do them no harm and might do us 
some good. In the course of time, you know, the peroxide 
of penitence might bleach us from black sheep to white and 
then they could gather us in the fold/' 

" True, indeed," assented Lady Gladys with an amusing 
solemnity. " I believe there is a quotation from the Tal- 
mud, Mrs. Humphrey Ward, or some such tiresome relig- 
ious authority which says: 

" * While the lamp holds out to bum, 
The vilest sinner may return.' " 
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And yet how strange," exclaimed the Captain, *^that 
most of us avoid that chance by blowing out the lamp." 

He turned to Manuel with an air of apology. 

*^ I trust, Senor," he said, " you will not take oflEence 
where none was intended. I am an admirer of the religion 
of Rome. I fancy that when I get tired of the world ^' 

" Or the world gets tired of you," interjected Lady 
Gladys, *^ they are synchronous periods with mankind." 

*^ Well, then," quoth the Captain gallantly, *^ say when 
you get tired — ^for you are all the world to me, I shall 
retire to a monastery and spend the balance of my days, 
with shaven pate and snowy cowl, in penitence and prayer. 
Soured by the wormwood of remorse on the nipple of pleas- 
ure's font I should cease to suckle and really begin to live, 
for this life is but the weaning stage of eternity." 

Lady Gladys coughed in a spirit of skepticism. 

" One can, I believe," continued the Captain, " revel as 
ecstatically in the pleasures of religion as in more repre- 
hensible diversions. Ofttimes there is a peculiar pleasure 
and sublime sense of egotism in thinking one's self the 
worst sinner in the world. And this is a particular species 
of self-abnegation very mudi in favor with womankind." 

" Well," said Lady Gladys petulantly, " it is infinitely 
more desirable to excel in wickedness even when imagined 
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than not to excel at all. I fancy tliat your leaving thic 
world would be, as somebody once cleverly put it, a case of 
presenting God with the scraps the devil had left over from 
his feast ! Yet mankind in general, it strikes me, is more 
fond of sacrificing those left over scraps on the altar of 
Hymen. But how about the romance ? ^^ 

" Oh, to be sure, the romance," replied the Captain. 
*'That centered about a young singer in the choir-loft. 
She had a face that ran a close second to the pictured 
saints of the stained-glass windows and the voice of an 
angel — ^a clear crystal soprano standing out striking and 
distinct, above the others, as mig'ht a thread of silver in 
the warp and woof of a varicolored fabric of worsted. This 
divinity was the cause of my constant church attendance 
for many a month; but I never made her acquaintance — 
I preferred to cheris'h her as an ideal memory. She was 
my first love and romance." 

" How silly ! " exclaimed Lady Gladys spitefully. ^^ If 
you had you would have doubtless found your St. Cecilia 
to be a green-grocer's daughter with a penchant for sole- 
cisms and canton-flannel night-gowns. One might endure 
the solecisms but the others — ^brrh ! " 

Lady Gladys shrugged her shoulders and shivered in a 
polite little shudder of disgust. 

^^Eeally, how romantic you are. Captain," exclaimed 
Dolly teasingly. " Have you a weakness for soul-love ? " 

^^ Not at all," replied the Captain. " This mistake that 
many men make of being in love with one woman's soul 
and another's body is a very poor game, I assure you. It 
is simply the old story of spirituality versus corporeality 
with the odds in favor of the latter. The soul may do very 
well for a while, but sooner or later one returns to the 
flesh-pots of Egypt in the shape of the other's carnal wiles 
as surely as the magnetic needle turns to the pole. That's 
just human nature. I don't believe in soul-love anyhow. 
I think it is simply a matter of defective digestion or 
something like that." 

^'Am I to understand," asked Lady Gladys belliger- 
ently, *^ that I represent a flesh-pot of Egypt ? " 

^Not at all," replied Captain Blythe diplomatically^ 
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*'In the first place, you jump at conclusions, and in the 
second place, I might say that there are some few women 
who combine most delightfully the charms of soul and 
body/^ 

This mollified her ladyship somewhat, but she yawned 
with an insinuating exaggeration. She evidently did not 
relish any reference on the Captain's part to past fancies. 
" Dear me ! '^ she exclaimed, *' how dull we are all get^ 
ting, to be sure ! '* 

"How can you say so, my dear,*' remonstrated Dolly, 
**when the Captain mixes up the carnal and the church 
in such a charmingly unorthodox style ! Eeally, Captain, 
your inamorata was the means, at least, of bringing you 
to church once in a while 1 '' 

" Admitted. At all odds," remarked the Captain, " go- 
ing to church is, at the best, merely a habit. It is the 
warning skeleton, as it were, in the feast of life, which 
reminds us that the end of all is death. Yet there are 
some of us who only go to church on three occasions dur- 
ing their lifetime. All of these are unpleasant, and two 
decidedly unfortunate. I refer to a man's baptism, his 
marriage, and his obsequies. The first and the last are 
matters in which he has no choice, but the intermediate, 
being of its own free will and, as the lawyers say, of sound 
mind, must certainly appear all the stranger in after life 
by reason of this alleged sound state of mind." 

Lady Gladys frowned. She knew only too weil that 
when anything went wrong with the easy-going Captain's 
liver he loved to dilate in a semi-serious and cynical strain. 

" Now, you are preaching again ! " she cried, " and 
really I feel like emulating the example of what-do-you- 
call-him, under the discourse of St. Paul at what's-its- 
name and go to sleep. I fancy, Dolly, that we had better 
leave the gentlemen to their cigars and cognac and make 
a tour of inspection. What a perfect little Eden you have 
here ! I suppose you sleep in a hammock slung from the 
wall ? " 

"Dear me, no," replied Dolly laughingly. "Let me 
show yau around. We can have tea in the garden, and 
jrou XQUst tell me all the scandal of London/' 
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^^ Oh, to be sure/^ cried Lady Gladys. " I have a per- 
fect budget of shockers — ^but, really, some of them are 
too dreadful for anything/^ 

" Then, dear, you may tell them in French," said Dolly. 
*^ That is generally considered a nullifying medium." 

"With exaggerated courtesies of adieus for the time be- 
ing, the two ladies peacocked out of the room. 

The masculine substitute for tea and wafers being 
brought on, the two men chatted, for awhile, on the com- 
monplaces of the day. De Castro seemed somewhat 
strangely preoccupied. After pacing up and down un- 
easily, an^ chewing rather than smoking his cigar, he 
walked over to Blythe, resting his hand on the other's 
shoulder. 

*^ Captain," he said impressively, ^^I am glad to see 
you this particular day, for reasons other than mere friend- 
ship and hospitality. I have something to say to you, 
but must, first, ask you to pledge your word of honor not 
to say anything of it just now, and especially to Lady 
Gladys." 

*^ Is not such a precaution generally unnecessary among 
gentlemen ? " asked the Captain carelessly. 

" I accept the rebuke," replied De Castro with dignity. 
*^ Yet in this particular instance I must insist." 

" Oh, very well," agreed the Captain off-hand. " If you 
will have it so — a little honor is about all I have left." 

" I imagine you have some idea of what I am about to 
broach," began De Castro nervously. 

*'I can make a very fair guess," replied the Captain 
nonchalantly, ^^considering all matters concerned. Yet 
I hope it is not a matter of repentance — ^I abominate the 
baby act." 

De Castro winced, and drank off a brimming glass of 
cognac. 

" This is, I would have you understand," he said petu- 
lantly, " a very painful matter to me. I regret to say that 
I leave Seville and Dorothy this very day and forever." 

Captain Blythe indulged in a long, surprised whistle. 

" The devil ! " he exclaimed. " Is this not rather sud- 
den r* 
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'* Sudden — ^but the inevitable. It is a climax that has 
been crystallizing ever since we came to Spain together/' 

He swallowed another glass of cognac, and continued 
speaking rapidly and excitedly. 

" This rash, mad act of mine, in eloping with another 
man^s wife, has done me a great deal of harm, socially and 
politically. In but little time after our arrival the whole 
thing was known far and wide and, later, fully confirmed 
by your confounded English newspapers. You can scarcely 
realize or appreciate the bigotism of a priest-ridden 
country. My family is of the old Castilian stock, thor- 
oughly grounded in the laws and tenets of its exact- 
ing faith, and to make matters still worse, closely en- 
twined with the existing government. You cannot un- 
derstand the political workings of Spain ; they are only 
exceeded by its religious exactions, and both are closely 
related. A persistence in my present course would mean 
ruination to my family, and, if I may say so without a sus- 
picion of selfishness, to myself also, to say nothing of the 
stigma upon a name which is an unsullied power in Spain 
to-day.^' 

" But, my dear f ellow,^^ said Captain Blythe, not with- 
out a tincture of sarcasm, "why did you not think of 
this before ? '' 

" Who thinks wisely in the madness of passion ! ^^ 

" Then I should suggest that you make the best of a 
sorry case by marrying Dolly, after, of course, the neces- 
sary legal steps." 

" Impossible ! Our church does not recognize di- 
vorces.^' 

" Nor anything else logical, I imagine," commented the 
Captain. *^ Then I am to understand you think more of 
your church and your family than of Dolly — ^am I not 
correct ? " 

De Castro wrung his hands madly and again paced the 
floor. 

" I love her madly," he protested fervently. 
*^ And with a method in that madness," commented the 
Captain shortly. 
" What can I do t " cried De Castro. " The church in 
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this cotmtTy is a merciless power. You cannot appreciate 
my position. My people must be considered, and, let me 
tell you, parental influence is the great predominating trait 
of the two greatest and contrasting creeds of the world, 
the Jew and the Catholic." 

"Beligious ethics is not in my line," said Captain 
Blythe, as he lit a fresh cigar. '^Perversely enough, I 
presume, I always first consider what is on the dead level 
in these matters." 

'^ Family and religion," continued De Castro proudly, 
''are, however, but paltry considerations beside the main 
contingency which has to a greater degree inspired my 
step. In this present time — ^the hour of my country's 
need — ^my services are required. You know, of course, of 
our recent trifling difficulty with America ? " 

Captain Blythe uplifted his eyebrows at the other's 
accent on the word trifling, and nodded his head. 

'^ My country has given me a signal mark of its favor. 
Sagasta personally writes me that my peculiar gifts will, 
just now, be vastly useful and appreciated in the services 
of the Treaty Committee which in a few days meets in 
Paris to arrange terms of settlement." 

" If this present manoeuvre," said the Captain dryly, *' is 
a sample of your peculiar gifts, and judging from past 
records of your country^s diplomatic moves, I fancy you 
will be the right man in the right place." 

" I do not altogether consider myself," said De Castro 
ignoring the sarcasm. ^^ I bear my family well in mind. 
If I do not obey the government's demands in one direc- 
tion and the churches in the other — ^and, as I have said, 
the two are one — ^all my people shall suffer. No ! I must 
choose for the better of those near and dear to me. I must 
throw all their way that I can." 

^^Oh, to be sure," commented Captain. Blythe. "Let 
them make on the government and divide with the church 
and all will go as merry as a wedding bell. Well, if you 
have to do this — er — ^unpleasant thing, I suppose you are 
going to do it decently. Provide for her future, part like 
a man and all that sort of thing, eh ? " 

De Castro fidgeted about uneasily, 
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" There lies my chief difficulty/' he said. " I could not 
stand a formal parting. I would only soften before her 
tears and protests and, just now, any dalliance on my part 
is dangerous. Besides, I abominate scenes with the usual 
accompaniment of tears and hysterics alternated with ob- 
jurgations and recriminations. I have formulated another 
method. Dolly thinks that I am to-day merely going on a 
short journey; but I go forever. A quarter of an hour 
after I am gone she will know the truth. I will leave a 
casket with her maid, containing money, a letter which 
will tell her all, and a necklace of rubies as a sort of a 
peace offering.^' 

" How deUghtfuUy melodramatic ! '^ commented the 
Captain. ^'It recalls my memory home to Drury Lane. 
^ Peace oflfering' sounds good, and then that letter at the 
bottom will be a nice pleasant shock to her nervous system-. 
It will be as if she bent to pluck some beautiful flower, 
only to be stung by some venemous serpent lurking be- 
neath it.'' 

He rose from his chair and faced De Castro. 

^^ I suppose there is honor among us mondaines, as well 
as among thieves," he said. " Having given you my word, 
I cannot interfere in any manner with your plans, nor yet 
take any action until you are gone. But, damn me, De 
Castro, this is a cowardly trick to play on a woman. It 
strikes me that the vaunted chivalry of your Latin races 
does not wear very well when put to a practical test. I 
am no angel myself — far from it. I have at all times con- 
doned the moral sins of others, and am, maybe, just as 
liable to run off with another man's wife as the next — ^but 
I could never find it in my heart to abandon that woman 
in a strange country. No, damn me, if I could. You hon- 
estly make me ashamed of the part I have played in this 
business. By God, De Castro, you are acting the part of a 
cowardly cad and a despicable poltroon." 

They glared belligerently at each other for a full minute; 
the bulldog aroused in one, the snarling cur in the other. 
De Castro finally shrugged his shoulders. 

"Captain Blythe," he said simply but meaningly, 
*^ platitudes become you very poorly/' 



254 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHV. 

^* The fact that I am a member of our best English so- 
ciety/' replied the Captain, *^ is no criterion that I am al- 
together lost to a fitting sense of decency and honor. I 
may still claim to possess some traces of manly — ^I scorn 
to say gentlemanly — ^instincts in a matter of this kind, 
which you certainly do not seem to do/' 

" We shall not quarrel, Senor,'' said De Castro quietly. 
^'When you take yourself seriously you are not a very 
pleasant companion. I would assure you that ^' 

He was interrupted by a peal of laughter outside. 

With her usual headlong impetuousity Lady Gladys fol- 
lowed by Dolly flounced into the room. 

" Treasure that as you might your life,'' she cried tossing 
an orange to the Captain. ^*That is something to show 
my London friends — ^a real orange picked by my own hands 
from a real orange tree in Seville. I shall have to watch 
you very closely, I presume, lest you eat it in a fit of ab- 
sentmindedness." 

^^ Pshaw ! " cried the Captain, ^' we could easily get a 
whole case at any time." 

*^ But this particular one is hallowed with the association 
of its plucking. If you dare — ^beware ! " 

From the courtyard below suddenly came the confused 
surging melody of guitars and tambourines accompanied 
by strains of native songs. 

" I had quite forgotten," cried Dolly; ^' you are just in 
time to witness a great social event — such as it is. Our 
housekeeper's daughter is to wed a picadore of quite some 
local fame, and I am to have a special view of the couple." 

They all ran out onto the balcony. The roomy patio 
below was crowded to overflowing with the bustling, joy- 
ous merrymakers. In the centre stood the bride and groom 
radiant with all the finery of the lower classes. 

Felicitations were merrily shouted to and fra, and those 
above were stormed with confetti, flowers and long stream- 
ers of colored paper. In a confused, noisy procession the 
bridal party surged out into the street. R^m the out- 
ward windows the party above watched them across the 
equare. As the wedding party gayly entered one door of 
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the cattedral c great bell tolled dismally and from another 
door filed a gloomy funeral procession. 

" See how strange ! ^^ cried Dolly, not a little fearfully. 
" Truly happiness and sorrow are close companions in this 
Ufe/' 

'^ Close companions indeed/' observed the Captain mean- 
ingly. 

Manuel was silent, drooping his eyes. 

Lady Gladys, who found no significance in anything out- 
side of a new dress or bonnet, paid no attention at all to 
the incident, but turned to Dolly. 

^^ Eeally, dear, we must be going,^' she said. " We are 
booked for a dinner party at the Consulate to-night, and! 
have just about time to dress. Afterwards we catch the 
nine train for the yacht.'' 

'^We shall surely see you both again before leavmg 
Spain ? " asked Dolly. 

" Oh, to be sure," replied Lady Gladys. , *^ Our part^ 
will not leave for a week yet." 

^^ Manuel," said Dolly eagerly, '^suppose we arrange a 
little party on your return for a little run into the coun- 
try?" 

Manuel glanced at the Captain, who kept his eyes fixed! 
on the ceiling. 

*^ Provided, of course," he repliea uneasily, *^I return! 
before the yacht sails." 

*^ Leave it then in the hands of fate," said Lady Gladys 
carelessly. 

The women exchanged the usual feminine and meaning- 
less frivolities of farewell. j 

" I might then only say, Adios ? " said Captain Blythe 
to Dolly. Turning to Manuel he said meaningly: " Good- 
bye, Senor." | 

Prom the window Dolly wistfully watched the two English 
visitors as they crossed the square. Just as they turned 
the comer Lady Gladys paused to throw her a kiss. And 
in the performance of this evolution her ladyship managed 
to overthrow a water carrier, giving the fellow an im- 
promptu and well needed shower bath of his own commo- 
dity in trade. But this action did still more damage, inag- 
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much as it served to seriously disturb the peace of mind of 
a good monk, who, in shovel hat and dangling a pair of 
fat geese, happened to be within the orbit of the kiss's 
flight. This good father, after severely catechizing him- 
self, conclud^ that he might have given this forward 
young lady some unconscious encouragement, for was not 
Satan always setting snares for such as him ? Hastening 
to the monastery he at once said eighty pater nosters and, 
further, to thoroughly purge himself of the offence, wore 
a haircloth shirt for a whole month. 

Yet he might well have saved himself the trouble, for 
the kiss in question was coolly appropriated for himself 
by a stalwart and conceited captain of dragoons, who also 
happened to be within its line of flight. For the rest of 
the day that self-important functionary did little more 
than twirl his dyed moustache and survey himself com- 
placently in shop windows. 

All of which, however, serves merely to illustrate that 
stray kisses hit many an unexpected target, and also that 
a sublime vanity is, by no means, confined to womankind. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE FBEAKS OF FATE. 

When Dolly turned from the window Manuel was in 
the room, watch in hand and with a travelling ease by 
his side. To her mind, for the while relieved by the vis- 
itors from the tension of premonition, again came the 
clairvoyant prescience of a portent of evil — the subtle 
divination of impending sorrow. 

'^ Now, mia cara/' said Manuel briskly, " I must be off 
and with but little time for leave-taking. My train goes 
in five minutes.^' 

Dolly ran to him and clung about his neck. "Oh,' 
Manuel ! ^' she cried. " I wish you were not going on 
this bothersome journey .*' ; 

*^ I am only going for a week, mia favorita. One would 
think it were a year.'* , 

"You have never been away so long before, a whole 
week ! It will seem like eternity to me. Besides, Manuel, 
I feel a foreboding of evil— of what I don't know ; but 
it clings to me persistently — so persistently ! " Manuel 
laughed nervously and constrainedly. *' Nonsense,^' he 
exclaimed, " you are only nervous.^' 

"Mayhaps I am. But if you should never return — if 
anything should happen to you, dear, or if — ^well, if you 
should perhaps — ^perhaps meet with an accident and die, 
Manuel, I would follow you.^' 

^^ DiosI'^ he exclaimed jestingly. *" One would imagine 
I were going to an execution ; or, at least, to penal ser- 
vitude.'^ 

" Manuel, I know you think me very foolish, but we 
never realize the importance of trifles and their frequently 
having important bearing on the uncertainties of fife/' 

'" A sermon^ little on$ ? '' 



258 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

^* Manuel, every parting of a loved one, every carees and 
kiss, should be as if the last/' 

She clung to him in a tearful tenderness, carried away 
completely by the clairvoyant intuition so peculiar to the 
sensitive temperament of her sex. 

The perfume of her hair, the pressing softness of her 
bosom, and the warmth of her body combined in a po- 
tential attraction of sexual magnetism that for the mo- 
ment almost overwhelmed him. Often one finds the 
carnal fetters the hardest to break. They will bind man 
and woman long after love or even respect has fled. But 
the ever present thought of family and duty stimulated 
him to the struggle of maintaining his purpose to the end. 
Gently as possible he disentangled himself and left her at 
the door. As he crossed the patio, from the balcony 
above tenderly she blew fervent, farewell kisses from the 
tips of her dainty fingers. Crossing the square he could 
still hear the musical voice in farewell. 

^^ Good-bye, Manuel, good-bye ! '^ she cried over and 
over again until he was out of hearing. When Dolly felt 
sure that he was really gone, womanlike, she threw herself 
on the couch. Burying her head in the cushions she cried 
softly but passionately — an outburst borne of a deep in- 
tensity, rather than weakness, of temperament. Ten min- 
utes later, while bathing her eyes in cold wather, Fau- 
vette entered with a small parcel. " Senor Manuel left 
this with me," she explained, "to be given to Madame 
after he had gone.'' "After he had gone," murmured 
Dolly curiously. " I wonder why ? " A sudden idea, in- 
spired by her affection, thrilled her with pleasurable ex- 
citement and expectation. 

"Some little, loving surprise," she thought. She 
laughed softly as she tore off the cover, her grief disap- 
pearing like an April shower before the beaming sun. 

At the sight of the ruby necklace curled up in a softly 
glowing coil she cried aloud with delight. In an instant, 
like a pleasant child, she had it about her neck and waa 
in front of the mirror. 

" Superb ! " she exclaimed in glee. " It will be the 
^nvy of every Senorita in Seville. How kind^ how gen- 
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crous of my Manuel ! Ever thoughtful, he seeks to soften 
the anguish of his absence with a proof of his love. He 
would make amends, poor fellow, for what was to him a 
necessity. How happy you have made me, Manuel, and 
yet how much happier you would have me be.'^ Satiated 
with the handling and admiration of the costly bauble, 
she set it aside and withdrew the letter. Without noticing 
the bank note in a neat roll beneath she turned it 
over and over, as women will do. " Some loving words,^' 
she murmured softly. As she picked up the paper cut- 
ter, fashioned after a scimitar, Fauvette, without the for- 
mality of knocking, bustled in excitedly. ^^ Madame, the 
grand savant/' the maid exclaimed, "the Doctaire Arch- 
bell, is here and requests an interview.'' " Eequests ! " 
echoed Dolly, with uplifted brows. "Yet he certainly 
has come a long journey. You may send him up, Fau- 
vette. Perhaps he may amuse me." 

Doctor Archbell entered as coldly formal and conven- 
tional as if but making a regulation London visit. After 
bowing politely, he drew ofE his gloves methodically and , 
slowly, as though meditating on his opening words. But 
Dolly quickly began the conversation. 

" Ah, Doctor Archbell, this is indeed a surprise ! " she 
said ironically. " I shall not ask why I am indebted for 
the honor of this visit for three very good reasons. The 
first is, because the banality is so fearfully hackneyed. 
The other two are — ^well, immaterial." 

" The other two," added the doctor, " because you con- 
sider yourself neither indebted nor honored, I presume." 

" You presume correctly. How clever ! I see you still 
retain that intuition for which you are Justly famous." 
She accompanied the words with a mocking courtesy. 

"Mrs. Singleton, I '' 

" Mrs. De Castro, if you please." 

" In my eyes and that of the world you are still Mrs. 
Singleton. You are not married to this man nor can you 
be until divorce proceedings are instituted." 

"Pardon my difference of opinion. Doctor. With me 
legality does not constitute marriage. There is the highey 
court of dS&mii and lot^/' 
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^^We shall not discuss the moral ethics of the case,'* 
replied the doctor coldly. " I grieve to be received in this 
spirit. I had hoped, if not finding you penitent, to at 
least find you open to reason/' 

" And what might reason be in this instance ? '* 

" To return to your husband and your home/' 

** To return to England and Eric Singleton ! You have 
come all the way to Spain on such an errand ? I must say, 
Doctor, you figure now precisely in the same capacity as 
when we last met, or rather parted — ^you came on a fool's 
errand. There is an old adage to the effect that at forty 
a man is either a fool or a physician. It is strange how 
some men are an unhappy combination of both. Apropos 
of nothing at all. Doctor, you hold your age wonderfully 
well.'' Doctor Archbell flushed angrily, but held his ris- 
ing choler. 

"Under the present peculiar circumstances," he re- 
torted, " a saving sense of decency would be more becom- 
ing to you in this house." 

My position in this house is as its mistress." 
That, Madame, in my eyes, is a position to be de- 
plored." 

"Merely a difference of opinion. Doctor." 

" I am sorry, then, that it is so." 

'^ Your emotions, sir, are matter of the most perfect in- 
difference to me." 

" "Well, Madame, at least allow me to discharge myself 
of my errand. It would, I readily perceive, be infinitely 
better if circumstances would allow an avoidance of an 
interview in which cannot help but be disagreeable to 
both of us. However, I come simply on behalf of your 
husband. I assure you it is through no personal inclina- 
tion — ^far from it." 

"Why, then, does he choose you as a medium rather 
than come himself ? " 

" He docs not feel that he could stand the bitterness 
of facing you in your present position and in this house. 
He is far from being a strong man, and an adverse decision 
from your lips might well be his death blow. We have 
been ber^ many day§ seeking you, and you ho-ve tal^eii ad- 
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vantage of the absence of your— of Seiior De Castro to 
endeavor to reason with you. Your husband now anxiously 
awaits at our hotel the results of my interview, which ap- 
pears, as far as practical results are concerned, to have 
no sooner began than to have ended by reason of your 
brusqueness." 

Dolly simply bowed assent. 

*^ However/^ continued the physician, ^^ leaving your 
husband aside, for the time being, there are other consid- 
erations which must receive your attention. A selfish, sen- 
sual gratification should not rule you to the exclusion of 
more womanly feelings. I will spare you any recrimina- 
tions as to your mother's sad death, for it is in the name of 
the living rather than the dead ttiat I would now plead. 
Dorothy Castlemaine, have you no regard for your father ? 
Are you lost entirely to a sense of paternal love and a 
child's duty to its parent ? Picture him, I ask you, a man 
yet in his prime, but a heart-broken, ambitionless creature 
wandering aimlessly and hopelessly about a dreary house 
into which has entered death and disgrace. A man wlio 
spends his days, formerly so full of intellectual energy, 
bemoaning the loss of what he still terms his golden- 
haired little girl Dorothy. Your father's grief w^ould 
surely move a heart of stone. That man, a giant 
among gigantic intellects, and a power in the scientific 
world, is now reduced to a pitiful childishness through 
grief for your absence. You may have no love for your 
husband, but if you have one grain of womanhood, re- 
turn to your heart-broken father. Go back to him and 
make his last years bright with some little happiness. 
He will receive you with open arms and forgive you all." 

Dolly listened patiently but coldly. 

'* You plead with admirable sincerity," she said, ^^ there 
is no mistaking that you are a good friend to him. Yet 
you little guess the power of woman's passion as weighed 
against paternal affection. It transcends, and obliterates 
all ties and obligations. You forget also that I scarcely 
or ever knew him as a father, or in the respect that a 
parent is generally known. My father had better spare his 



I 
262 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

grief. 1 am no longer a child; but a woman and a woman 
who has loved. That epitomizes all I can have to say.^' 

Doctor Archbell, softened in the eloquence of his plea 
for the companion of his youth, again quickly hardened to 
the austerity of his usual manner. In the excess of his 
indignation at her defiant attitude the physician over- 
looked for the while the mysterious aspect of her position 
which he had felt along irrevocably militated against any 
hope of recalling her to a sane view of her position. 
Scarcely realizing the futility of his reasoning, where rea- 
son was suborned altogether to the potential influence of 
consanguine influence, he continued with almost judicial 
sternness. 

" Since a womanly feeling does not sway nor yet much 
less even affect you,^^ he began, "you compel me to use 
the argument of hard common-sense. I would point out 
the palpable folly of a persistence in your present course. 

" As a practicing physician for some twenty years many 
such cases as your own have come under my observation. 
The result has invariably been the same. A man runs off 
with another's wife, and it is but little time when he tires 
of his unfortunate venture for several reasons. The 
woman is finally left alone to bear the brunt of her dis- 
grace and misery. An affair founded on an illicit love — 
or to speak plainly, lust — ^instead of true affection can have 
but one ending and the woman is always the sufferer/' 
Dolly laughed scornfully. 

" Your conversation is impressive. Doctor, quite impres- 
sive,'' she replied. " It should, I imagine, quickly inocu- 
late the virus of penitence into the bosom of some milk and 
water miss ; but as for me — ^well, your homilies and ob- 
ject lessons are lost. Still, I certainly have one considera- 
tion to be thankful for. I am so glad you are an atheist, 
and I am thus spared a lot of stock scripture and holy 
snivel. There are so many biblical quotations — ^that un- 
failing resource of the commonplace — that could fittingly 
and bitterly hit off my case. And if you were inclined in 
that direction I feel quite sure you would rise equal to 
this occasion.'^ 

An almost irresistibly desire tp tbrottle this perverse, 
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insolent creature rose for a moment in the physician^s well- 
bred soul. He, however, controlled himself with a mighty 
effort. 

"I perceive it is but a waste of time/' he retorted 
severely, " to endeavor to reason with a viciously perverse 
woman. How truly it has been said that no man has ever 
found a way of giving a woman good advice.^' 

" You talk as if I were a child," cried Dolly contemptu- 
ously. 

" To my fancy,'' said the Doctor, " all women are chil- 
dren grown up, except that some are inspired by the 
devil." 

^^ Oh, thank you," said Dolly derisively, " I appreciate 
the delicate distinction." 

" Madame, if the shoe fits " 

The physician stopped short and shrugged his shoulders 
meaningly. 

*^ Why cannot you be at least a trifle reasonable ? " he 
asked severely. " The main fault of your sex is that they 
will persist in mistaking a bad temper for an admirable 
pride. Ignorance and obstinacy are more potential factors 
in dragging a woman to her destruction than would be a 
team of wild horses." 

^^I have but little relish for lectures," said Dolly 
wearily. " I fancy that all has been said that can be as 
regards this disagreeable subject." 

"You may feel defiant now in the full flush of your 
passion," said the Doctor impressively, " but time tells ita 
own story. A fierce fire is soonest burned out. In the dole- 
ful days of your desertion you will sadly regret this oppor- 
tunity to redeem your hasty choice." 

" Manuel will never leave me," she cried. " We are one 
for all time. He is my love and my life." 

She took up the ruby necklace and pressed it to her 
lips. " See ! I kiss this evidence of his love because his 
•hands have touched them." 

In turn she snatched the unopened letter, and after 
kissing it pressed it to her bosom. 

*' I treasure this letter because it bears his handwriting. 
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Inside are loving words that my heart is greedy to de- 
vour. See, it bears my name Dolores. I am his Dolores." 

"A name which signifies the ^ Woman of Sorrows/ '' 
commented the Doctor dryly. 

" For me, then, it is but a misnomer. I am a woman of 
joys — ^fierce, passionate, undying joys. I am happy and 
ever will be. Go back to my husband with that message. 
Go back, both of you, to your gloomy England and dull 
respectability. Forget me, for I want no remembrance, 
and, above all, no sympathy. I am lost to him and mine 
forever. The tigress which has tasted human blood does 
not return to its diet of bread and milk." 

"I do not care," said the physician caustically, ^^to 
consider the morals or manners of the jungle in their ap- 
plication to human beings." 

" A fig for your hair-splitting ! " cried Dolly defiantly. 
"I have tasted the fierce joys of passion and can never 
again return to the puerility of a lukewarm affection. 
You have my answer. Now go ! " 

With heaving bosom and flashing eyes she looked full 
and fixedly at the other from beneath her curved dark 
brows. The Doctor, in turn, regarded her coldly and 
analytically, viewing her simply and professionally as he 
might some diseased nerve centre. 

" Then this is your irrevocable decision ? " he asked. 
*' Consider well. I shall take your unfortunate husband 
from here to-night and forever." 

^^It is my irrevocable decision," firmly replied Dolly. 
*^ Irrevocable even to death I " 

Without a word and with a cold punctilious courtesy, 
Doctor Archbell bowed himself out. 

He had but passed over the threshold when Dolly had 
cut open the envelope. She was only too impatiently 
anxious to read the tender message within. She scarcely 
scanned the dozen opening lines when the whole bitter 
situation had been revealed. Her first emotion was a 
supreme pained vanity. Crumpling the letter she threw 
it to the floor, tramping it angrily under foot. She paced 
the distance from the table to the window with feverish, 
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lltbesome steps in a perfect frenzy of conflicting, mrushing 
thoughts. 

Controlling, to a degree, this cataclysm of surging sen- 
timents, she smoothed out the letter and read it with 
twitching lips and trembling hands to the very end. 

After a statement of his intentions, almost brutal in its 
nnsoftened frankness, Manuel had concluded: "I leave 
in this manner because I must absolutely and irrevocably 
break off with you, and at once. No half-measures or 
quasi-relations between us will be tolerated by my family 
for the reason-s which I have so plainly stated. The rental 
of this place is paid for a year, and I enclose herewith a 
sufficient sum for living expenses for the same period. 
At the end of that time I shall further remit. These de- 
tails may appear sordid, but I wish you to understand I 
do not leave you in any way helpless. Again, you have 
your voice and have had operatic aspirations. I should 
recommend the stage and can aid you materially with the 
director of the Opera House at Madrid. You could, in 
the feverish life of the footlights, quickly forget our little 
romance, as I hope to do in the tumult of politics.^* 

It was simply signed ^^Manuel.^^ Striking a match 
Dolly applied it to the letter, coolly watching it burn to 
ashes. Still holding the blackened remnant of the match 
she walked to the mirror. With the charred end she non- 
chalently heightened the effect of her dark, curving eye- 
brows. 

She surveyed herself critically. Without a suspicion 
of vanity, but rather as a critical and calculating matter 
of fact, she noted that she was far above the ordinary 
standard of her sex and certainly to be desired. '^ It was 
not for another," she murmured. ^^ That which will at- 
tract one man must be as potent with another. 

Calling Fauvette, she masked her voice with a hardened 
carelessness. 

^^ Do you remember," sfhe asked, ^^ the full name of that 
official who visited here and was so persistent in his at- 
tentions ? " 

Fauvette, by virtue of his liberal gratuities, certainly 

did. 
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"Captain General Juan Del Pino/' she responded 
promptly. 

" Do you know his address ? ^' 

" The Military Club, Madame/* 

" Thank you ; thaf s all/' 

Fauvette went out wonderingly. She scented, with the 
instinct of her kind, a pc-ssible and interesting liaison. It 
would mean, at all odds, more and liberal tips for her. 

" Mon Dieu ! '' she murmured. " How clever ! one man 
no sooner out of sight that Madame seeks consolation in 
another. Yet the English shrug their shoulders at us 
French." 

Seating herself at the escritoire Dolly indited a per- 
fumed message to the Captain General: — 

^^ Some short time ago you honored me with a most 
pronounced mark of your admiration. I declined it at 
the time and found excuse for your presumption in the 
implied flattery and sincerity of your admiration. You 
were vastly surprised that the advantages offered in ex- 
cess of what I then enjoyed did not tempt me. I an- 
swered that you judged women incorrectly in merely 
gauging them by mercenary standards. Some of us are 
different in that respect. However, since then matters 
have changed. Why it is so, is immaterial. Sufficient for 
you is that they have changed. Your inducements were, 
if I remember, a town house, a seaside villa, a carriage and 
four, and, finally, if I so chose, social recognition as your 
lawful wife. I believe you assured me that Papal influence 
would overcome the last difficulty. So far, so good. I 
must still, however, exact another condition, one which I 
fancy, if talk be true, you will find reasonable. You have 
the reputation of being the finest swordsman in Spain. I 
have heard that with a blade of Toledo steel none can 
stand before you. Then, I would exact that you follow 
Manuel De Castro — ^no matter where — ^force him into a 
duel and kill him. The reason — ^never matter. His 
heart's blood will be the price of my love.'' She had got- 
ten so far when, stirred by a sudden revulsion of feeling, 
she rose abruptly and tore the letter into shreds. For 
the time being, and in the excess of her smarting vanity, 
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the desire to revenge herself upon the lover for his deser- 
tion had been paramount and uncontrollable. Then had 
swiftly come the thought of all that it implied. To re- 
sign herself to the feminine purgatory of submitting to 
the caresses of an unloved man — to live with one while 
loving another, and that other dead through her wish and 
at the hands of the new lover. It was all too hard. It 
would be worse than death itself. 

Death ! With the very thought came a overwhelming 
sickening thought of the one unfailing open door for such 
as she. 

From her forced calmness now came a sudden, swift re- 
vulsion. " Oh, Manuel ! ^^ she cried aloud. *^ How could 
you do this cruel thing ? My dream of love proves but a 
pitiful, deluding phantasy. I have been a mere passing 
fancy — a plaything to be discarded at the first call to 
more serious matters. I loved him and love him still, yet 
he leaves me to the gossip and scorn of a town. What 
can I do, what shall I do ? Go back to England ? To 
pose as a penitent and endure the snubs and sneers of 
mocking women ? No, never 1 All doors are closed to me 
save one.^* Sobbing hysterically she threw herself on the 
couch and gave herself up completely to the bitterness of 
her grief. A chain, paradoxically, is only as strong as its 
weakest link ; in contrast a woman is weakest in the 
stronghold of her affections. She was aroused by the sud- 
den entrance of Fauvette. 

^^Madame,^^ cried the maid in intense excitement. 
'' Your husband ! " 

" Here ? ^* exclaimed Dolly, somewhat dazed with the 
swift sequence of the af ternoon^s events. ^^ Coming now 
across the square,^^ replied the maid; " and the Doctor is 
with him.'' Dolly quickly determined on her action. 
" Keep them downstairs,'' she cried, " until you hear from 
me. 

^^ The poor fool hopes against hope," she thought in a 
flash of exultation. Then swiftly came the blasting con- 
viction of her position. " Fate has played well into their 
handfi," she cried, "but I must still play my game to tho 
bitter end." She ran to her bedroom and after laving her 
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face well with cold water liberally applied the powder P^E- ^ 
and carefully arranged her tousled hair. Controlling hflrc^ 
emotion with a sublime effort born of the inherent dram-L^ 
atic mobility of the sex, she lounged carelessly on thel t. 
couch. Lazily thrumming a mandolin, she softly, ft^ilj^-pc 
with a faint tinge of defiance, began to sing: I ^ 

Amor ! Amor 1 Amor 1 Amor ! 
Pues el amor, es el senor de todo. 



i £ 



Y nunca usara los grillos de la fria ley. 
Si no me amas, yo te amo, 

Y si yo te amo, ten cuidado ! 



The room rang with the silver rippling of the mocking 
aria, and to the two men entering she presented but a 
picture of indolent content and luxury. 

In the heart of the husband it found a swift pang of 
despair. The physician felt again the honest desire to 
throttle this contemptuous, defiant creature. Eric Single- 
ton advanced slowly into the room until he was almost by 
her side. Doctor Archbell advanced no further than the 
door. 

Dolly examined her husband curiously as one might a 
stranger. She noted merely and with a superficial interest 
that he still showed signs of his recent illness. There were 
a few moments of silence. Nervously fumbling his hat, 
Eric Singleton did but little more than gaze wistfully at 
the once wife of his bosom. 

*'It is scarcely the best of taste,'' she said petulantly, 
^^ for you to come here." 

He would have it so,'' explained the Doctor. 
Dolly, I can only plead with you," said the husband, 
his voice quivering painfully. ^^I must make a last and 
personal appeal. You cannot have meant your cruel mes- 
eage. You are not so hardened." 

"Your pleading is but futile and foolish," she replied 
coldly. "My decision is now precisely what it was ten 
minutes ago. I would prefer even death itself to going 
back to England." 

^^ It would be better if you were dead/' said Eric broken- 
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ly. *' I could then think of yon with sorrow and tender- 
ness; not as it must be, in the future, with nought but bit- 
terness, your memory befouled with the knowledge of the 
life you lead. I wish you were dead and myself too/' 

*^ If I were dead,'' asked Dolly quizzically, " would you 
forgive me ? Would you have some tender thought of 
one who was once your wife ? '' 

*^ For all time,'' cried Eric fervently, ^^ and to the very 
moment of my passing away to join you. The sorrow of 
a great grief is yet a great consolation." 

" You are, for an Englishman, certainly most peculiarly 
generous," said Dolly. For the moment her mocking tone 
of voice had almost imperceptibly softened. The slight 
change was not lost on Eric and quickly kindled a faint 
ray of hope. Kneeling at her feet he took her hand. 
" Wife of my heart ! " he cried, " why should we wait for 
death for kinder feelings ? You must know that I forgive 
you all and freely. Come back to me ! Come back to 
your home ! " 

Dolly pulled her hand quickly from his and rose. When 
she spoke her voice was harsh with a decision unmistakable 
in its unrelentlessness. 

'^ It can never be," she cried. " I love another man and 
too well. You would hear the words yourself, now you 
have them. Go, you poor loving fool ! Go and find some, 
woman that may be worthy of you in her own prosaic' 
fashion. I am not for you." 

" Have you not a single kind word for me ? " asked the] 
unfortunate husband. 

She was silent. A sudden fainting spell coming over; 
him Eric staggered. Doctor Archbell ran quickly to his 
side and led him weeping, like a mere child to the door^ 
At the threshold he turned for a farewell look at the one 
woman who was all in the world for him. She had again 
taken up the mandolin and as if in an insolent defiancoi 
lazily sang the Carmen love song. Silently they went downil 
the staircase and out into the square. From the window 
she watched them enter a bodega opposite, her husband 
leaning heavily on the physician's shoulder. Drawing the: 
curtain she shut out the life and bustle of the busv streets 
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Then swiftly came back the remembrance of that befoTe 
her. 

" The die is cast/^ she cried. " I have now made my bed 
and must lie upon it. Ah I Manuel, this is a bitter thing 
you have forced upon me.^^ 

Going out upon the balcony she looked on the garden 
below. The beauty and sunshine of this nook which she 
loved so well would not be long for her. A swarm of 
pigeons on the opposite fagade quickly noted the figure 
which they knew so well from benefits of old. In a grace- 
ful fluttering cloud they swept down to the courtyard. 
Some strutted about eagerly and expectantly; others clus- 
tered patiently about the fountain's brim; occasionally a 
bolder one flew up to the balcony rail and timidly walk- 
ing to and fro watching her with appealing and quickly 
moving eyes. 

" My dear, dumb friends," she exclaimed. '^ Sharers of 
my happiness; companions of my idle hours. I wonder 
if you will miss me ; if, in your own dumb way, be sorry." 
She called for a pl'^te of cake crumbs and fed the noisy, 
rustling crew. ^^ For the last time,'' she thought bitterly. 
" For the last time." Once more she called Fauvette. 

" If the padre has not left the wedding party next door 
send him here," she requested. He had not left and 
Fauvette and he quickly entered. The padre was rotund, 
rosy and agreeably flushed with the festal wines. Dolly 
took up the exquisite ruby necklace and placed it in his 
flabby white hands. 

^^ Father," she said, ^^here is a votive offering for the 
Virgin. It comes from one who may not be worthy, but is 
given in a true and humble spirit." Confused by the 
beauty and costliness of the offering the padre mumbled 
some meaningless thanks and reeled off a parrot-like pre- 
amble of stock-in-trade-blessings, all the while fumbling 
the jewels with greedy, trembling hands. Fauvette's prac- 
tical soul nearly burst her confining corsets in an excess 
of emotion over the costly gift destined to adorn a wooden 
Virgin. 

^' Tiens ! What a waste ! " she thought. It was hard 
to surmise which pained her Gaulic sense of the eternal 
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fitness of things the more — ^the insensateness, or yet the 
symbolical virginity, of the future exploiter of such a mag- 
nificent necklace. The padre, as eager to be off with the 
offering to his Madonna as might some swain to his sweet- 
heart, was about to leave when Dolly also pressed the gen- 
erous roll of banknotes into his only too eager hands. 
*^ This,^^ she explained, ^^ is for masses for the soul of one 
about to enter Eternity/^ " That soul,^' he replied, ^^ will 
benefit by the prayers of our Holy Order for a year. You 
are traly generous, daughter .^^ She knelt and he solemnly 
bestowed upon her the blessing of the church. After he 
had gone Fauvette still lingered, ostensibly busying herself 
with some trivialty. 

At length her curiosity overcome her. ^^Has Madame 
received bad news of some one in England ?" she asked 
insinuatingly. 

'^ Yes, Fauvette,^' Dolly replied, shortly. 

^^ Some one near to Madame ? '' ventured the maid. 

^' Very near to me.^' 

'' But there may yet be hope." 

'' The case is hopeless,'^ replied Dolly. 

Fauvette, with some commonplace of condolence, started 
to leave the room. 

^^ Stay a moment, Fauvette," cried Dolly. " I am in 
a generous mood to-day. You may have those two dresses 
received from Paris yesterday. I shall never wear them." 

Fauvette kissed her hand, in a delighted gratitude. 
^^ You are very kind," she cried. Her curiosity again con- 
quered her. ^^ Then Madame," she asked, " expects to go 
into mourning ? " " Well — ^yes," replied Dolly petulantly. 
'^But, Fauvette, please do not annoy me with questions. 
I have a headache and will lie down. Do not disturb me 
for at least an hour. If I want you, I shall call." Fau- 
vette fluttered out joyously. Her curiosity as to just 
whom the mourning was to be adopted for was nulMed 
by the happiness in her new possessions. Once more 
alone, Dolly went to the window and looked musingly out 
on the square. In the street below a number of children, 
with garlands of colored papers and fragments of a dis- 
carded jnantjlla^ were emulating the wedding party, thQ 
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eldest girl of the group taking the part of the bride, and 
preternaturally solemn, in her childish exaggeration of 
pride and importance. 

*^ She will be a woman soon enough/^ mused Dolly, 
" and long enough — ^too long/^ She stood lost in a mus- 
ing, sorrowful reverie. Suddenly from the cathedral 
sounded the dismal chanted dirge of the Miserere. A 
scrofulous, royal weakling had given up a hopeless strug- 
gle with the overpowering taint of heredity. The deep 
bass and resonant voices of the monks, now united into a 
vast cadenced wail, its solemnity strengthened by the 
solemn roll of the organ. It was as dismal and depressing 
as the dull, monotonous beating of sullen waves upon 
some lonely rock-bound coast. As one feels the heavy at- 
mosphere, charged with the presage of a coming storm, 
steal over one, so this depressing dirge, saturated with the 
tears of voices, enveloped Doll/s personality. It seemed 
to possess a tangible potentiality, dominating and stealing 
over her senses like a material force. It extinguished in 
her bosom the last flickering spark of hope like some 
heavy enshrouding sea fog, which rapes a smiling land- 
scape of its gladness. It was as if symbolical — ^a grim, 
Greek chorus to her little tragedy about to be enacted. 
Remorselessly its chilling influence penetrated to the very 
pores of her body and into her very heart and soul. Awfid 
and oppressive in its surging, wailing sadness, it seemed to 
close around her like the coils of a mighty serpent, crush- 
ing out all brightness and hope. Under its dull and despair- 
ing influence, all life seemed sadness. The sunshine and 
twittering of the birds seemed to be something out of 
place — something trifling and irrelevant to the grave mys- 
tery of death. The sky darkened, and a few forerunning 
rain drops splattered on the streets. *^ The bridal party 
will get wet," she thought. " But then the same rain that 
bedraggles ]3ridal finery also serves to freshen the faded 
flowers on the graves of the forgotten dead." 

*^ The forgotten dead ! " She repeated it over and over 
again. She remembered once with childish curiosity ask- 
ing Cythera what was death. Cythera had replied shortly 
that Herbert Spencer defined it "as a separation from 
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one's cnvironmenis." She had at the time tHought that 
a very peculiar and unsatisfactory explanation, neverthe- 
less it suited her case now. That was what she wanted — 
a separation, to get away from the taunts and sneers of 
the world as a deserted woman. Death ! How peculiar 
it was 1 Every time the clock ticks a mortal takes on im- 
mortality. What a long, never-ending procession of mel- 
ancholy souls going to their Maker. A string in the 
clutch of grim Death that was unraveling constantly from 
the intricate fabric which we term life — ^a fabric of a 
strange mixture of tinsel and black — ^and as steadily re- 
newed at the other end by the loom of Birth. But after 
this separation — What ? * It struck her with a sickening 
dread, her nerves tensioned by the dull chant of the 
Miserere and the dismal storm outside. The carven grif- 
fins and gargoyles of the tower of the cathedral nearest 
the window seemed, in crouching attitudes, to glare stonily 
with fiendish eyes and yawning jaws. It was as if they 
read her thoughts and were so many demons ready to seize 
her guilty soul once freed from her body. With a ner- 
vous convulsion she ran totteringly to her prie-dieu and 
sank down before the placid, sweet-faced Madonna. The 
religion of Spain was certainly comforting with its mul- 
titude of intercessors. She remembered that Mary Mag- 
dalene was forgiven because she had loved much. So had 
she. But what an excuse with which to face one's Maker. 
It seemed ridiculous ; but she fancied her case, as we all 
do, was different from others and would be understood. 
She prayed fervently for a few moments. The cathedral 
clock, after a preliminary whir of rusty machinery, boomed 
out the hour of five. Her nervousness and dread had 
subsided with her prayers. With a start she faced every- 
day matters. She thought bitterly that if this thing had 
not happened she would be preparing for a walk or a drive. 
How delightful, how important were the trivial things of 
daily life now that she was about to leave them. N"ow 
relentlessly came the thought of the means of this separa- 
tion — ^this agony of the parting of the spiritual from the 
material flesh and blood. Life which begins in pain she 
realized vividly must end through the same medium. She 
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first thought of the river, of going there after dark aniS 
easting herself in. Suddenly with a shocked disgust she 
remembered how one day strolling on the beach with 
Manuel they had come upon the body of a drowned dog. 
It was a bloated, foul-smelling monstrosity inhabited by a 
million squirming, gorging maggots, while numbers of buz- 
zing horse-flies hovered over the gruesome pile. These 
creatures would do the same trick for her soft white body. 
She shudderingly banished the idea of such a medium. 
She then thought of morphine. It was painless and deadly; 
yet was scarcely dramatic enough and presented the ele- 
ment of uncertainty — a dose too much or little might re- 
sult in failure. And of all lifers failures, a failure in the at- 
tempt to leave it — ^a suicidal fiasco — is the most pitiful, 
and at the same time most productive of ridicule. The 
sentiment of the world at large always savors more of the 
latter than the former sentiment. The would-be fleeing 
soul, winged by the shaft of mischance, falls rather heav- 
ily back again to the prosaic earth. Strychnine or some 
such other poison occurred to her; but she considered that 
the agony of a dissolution produced by such powerful 
agents would surely contort her features. Woman^s ruling 
passion, strong even in the face of death, deterred her. 
This thought in turn militates against a pistol shot in the 
heart, which would mean but a still greater disflgurement. 
Truly there was the heart for a target ; yet a rib might 
interfere and so there again ensued the deterring chance 
of failure. She had reasoned all this out with a coolness 
that astonished her. At length she thoughtlessly picked 
up the paper-cutter. Its edge was as keen as a razor. It 
was the very thing. She could gash her wrist and so in 
no manner disfigure her personal beauty. It appealed to 
her as symbolically and strongly fitting that this liaison 
which had begun in blood should end through the same 
sanguinary medium. With the resolve came a strange 
calmness and consideration. She felt a great satisfaction 
in the knowledge that she would excite a great pity, and 
a greater excitement. It would be the sole topic of the 
town for days; and then the tumult of the square over the 
discovery ! Manuel would return and would cry and r^ 
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proach himself and vainly call, and kiss her pale face. She 
realized how effective her golden hair would be against 
the black velvet background of the coffin lining. Her face, 
she knew, would be extremely waxen. She wondered if it 
would be much pinched and if her cheeks would be fallen 
in. She took a strange joy in these fancies, illustrative of 
that mental phrase that Balzac has so fittingly termed 
"post-mortem vanity." She knew all the women would 
exclaim: " So sad ! so young and so pretty ! " and withal 
comment on the value of her ear-rings and other jewelry, 
w*hich she would have buried with her. Some who knew 
her well, would wonder why she did not leave the trinkets 
as remembrances to them and gossip about her selfishness; 
And then her funeral ! She would leave directions for a 
solemn high mass with many priests and much incense 
and candles. With an increased interest in it all she sat 
at her escritoire and briefly indited a short note, with full 
dir^tions, and yet not a word or even a thought of hus- 
band, home, or kindred. Suddenly she thought of her 
household pets. These creatures had scarcely led the pam- 
pered existence usual to my lady's fancies, but had been, 
merely tolerated in her ordinary moods, experiencing at 
times the extremes of an effusive kindness, and again being 
but the targets on which she expended the petty raillery 
of occasional tantrums. Still they had been a source of 
some diversion in her moments of ennui and she scarcely: 
cared to leave them to the possible mercies of strangers. 
Again she reasoned what had once received her caresses 
should never receive those of others. The parrot, ^* Don 
Quixote,'* sat on his perch pluming his gaudily colored 
livery and watching her slyly with a quick sidelong glance 
of his bright black eye. As he fluttered about in the diffi- 
culties of his toilet he would relieve himself now and then 
with a broken fusillade of profanity. In her quick motion 
of decision toward him, and with a memory of a past whip- 
ping, he quickly realized a menace and flew wildly about 
the confined limits of his cage. In a second she had hinu 
in her grasp. He struggled violently, pecking at her vic- 
iously and swearing vigorously throughout the entire range 
of his linguistic repertory. A quick turn pf her wrist and 
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'his neck snapped, cutting him ofE short in a volley of gut- 
tural Spanish oaths. " A bad end ! " exclaimed Dolly. 
" Yet he died game.^^ Procuring a saucer of milk, from 
her escretoire she took a small package of strychnine, and 
placed a spoonful in the milk. This she pushed under the 
nose of the bewhiskered and indolent beauty, ^^ Sinner,^' 
who slept lazily in a patch of sunlight. He quickly lapped 
it. After walking blindly about in a circle he backed into 
a comer staring blindly into space. Then he was per- 
fectly quiet, as if stupefied, for a few moments. After a 
few convulsions he started suddenly on a wild, blind, head- 
long rush about the room. He sprung viciously at her 
several times in his flight, but she beat him off with her 
fan. Snarling savagely, and in his agony, tearing wildly 
at his abdomen with his teeth and claws, he finally stif- 
fened into death. 

" Bravo ! " cried Dolly. " Died hard and fighting." Her 
cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled with the excite- 
ment. It pleased her on a small scale as would a bull- 
fight on a larger. She called her tiny St. Charles spaniel. 
At the sound of her voice the affectionate little creature 
bounded in and frisked joyously about her. She sprinkled 
a bit of chicken with the strychnine and fed it to the ex- 
pectant animal. The dose being large took effect immedi- 
ately. The poor animal, after walking about unsteadily, 
bumping blindly into the furniture, at last, through sheer 
weakness, sank down on its haunches. Dragging itself 
painfully over to Dolly it lay down at her feet, its almost 
human brown eyes fixed on her face with a look that seemed 
to mildly reproach and implore her pity. Touched by this 
mute accusation she bent down and gently patted its head. 
The poor animal affectionately licked her hand and died. 
The action moved her. She had been merely interested 
by the cat's agony, but the dumb affection of the dog 
strangely and strongly moved her. 

*^At least one creature loved me unselfishly,'' she 
thought. " N'ow comes my turn," she exclaimed. Taking 
up the paper-cutter she entered her bedroom. She first 
bathed, rendering the water almost opaque with attar of 
poses aiid lingering in the caresses of the perfumed pool 
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with a keen physical delight. Emerging reluctantly she 
stood in all the matchless beauty of her form before the 
full-length cheval mirror. 

"It could not have been for another/' she murmured 
again and again. The implied vanity was pardonable, may- 
haps, in its purely feminine phrase of logic, for the charms 
reflected in the mirror were scarcely those that even the 
Fates could consign to the embrace of a grave without a 
passing regret. The dimpled flesh glowed in a faint rosi- 
ness, its flawless, satiny surface gleaming softly as the 
light reflected &himmeringly on the moist surface. The 
limbs were full, rounded and lithesome; the full, firm 
bust, the ideal of a sculptor's dream, transcending in its 
exquisite beauty even the tapering waist and graceful, slop- 
ing shoulders over which, like a golden veil, fell the wealth 
of her luxuriant hair. This was indeed a dainty morsel 
for the worms ! She sighed softly as she turned from the 
mirror. From her wardrobe she choose her most costly 
lingerie — cobweb-like in its dainty fabric — ^topping all off 
with an exquisite peignor of white, trimmed with priceless 
Valenciennes lace, its severe purity relieved with satin 
bows of daintiest violet hue. She then dressed her hair 
in her most becoming manner and with the greatest possi- 
ble care, placing in the golden charm a full-blown rose of 
deepest red. As she extended herself on the couch she 
looked rather the part of some pampered beauty waiting 
to be aroused by a lover's kiss than the mournful bride of 
death. Taking up the keen-edged weapon she examined 
curiously the plump-rounded wrist with its underlying 
threadwork of azure veins showing faintly through the 
white skin. With a sudden shuddering decision she quick- 
ly gashed first one wrist and then the other. The blood 
quickly spurted fountain-like and of an intensely dark 
scarlet — ^the arteries had been severed. 

A delicious drowsiness at once stole over her. With but 
a faint curiosity, as if she were merely a spectator, she 
lazily watched the twin streams of scarlet crawl slowly 
across the floor and joining into one common stream dis- 
appear under the door. The Miserere without seemed 
luagiQftlly changed to ravishing, enchanted melody. TliQ 
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buzzing of a fly on the ceiling seemed vastly intensified, 
as if it were the whirling whizz of some vast piece of ma- 
chinery. Then to her weakening mind the sanguinary 
stream on the floor seemed to be a river of ruby red, 
which she viewed from a great height. It did not appear 
to her as her life's blood, but rather as something strange 
and altogether disassociated from her being. !N'ow she 
felt she was floating in vast ethereal space. She kept go- 
ing higher and higher, and found a great difficulty in 
breathing the rariiied air. The scarlet river below was 
growing dim and dimmer yet. The buzzing of the fly had 
intensified to an appalling extent, and it seemed as if her 
head would split from the very sound of it. The music 
now seemed all about and as if rendered by a mighty host. 
The air was becoming more rarified and harder to breath. 
It caused her to feel as if a great weight were upon her 
chest. 

The confusion and sound were now unsupportable ; she 
breathed with greater and greater difficulty ; the weight 
upon her chest was oppressive ; an iron band seemed 
tightening on her forehead. Suddenly all her senses swam 
and she lost consciousness. 

Crawling under the door the scarlet stream slipped 
from step to step, then stole sluggishly across the draw- 
ing-room floor, as if to carry its message of human dire 
to the outer world. Its sanguinary brilliancy was out- 
lined vividly and ghastly against the gleaming polished 
purity of the marble tiles. The wail of the chanted Miserere 
outside rose and fell in a vast, sobbing cadence, sounding 
dismally above the groaning, sonorous organ. 

As Fauvette now tripped lightly into the drawing-room 
she swished gayly about her trim heels the silken skirts of 
one of the suddenly acquired French confections. With her 
Gallic head and heart joyous with the " stycken pryde of 
woman ^' she peacocked over to the long cheval mirror. 
Albeit her mouth was full of pins she managed to gayly 
sing a French chansonette. Outside still loudly sounded 
the monotonous chorus of the chanting monks. Exas- 
perated at its dull insistence, which ofttimes drowned her 
voice^ she raised her song to a shrill and piercing pitch 
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tKat contrasted markedly to its sullen sonorousness, and 
gave the ear that same effect which might be presented 
to the eye by a dainty scarf of some exquisite gossamer 
against a pall of black velvet. 

Fauvette viewed herself critically from the front, then 
from the side, and finally twisted her head over her shold- 
der to get the effect from the rear. Occupied with the 
serious business of contemplated alterations, she dropped 
her song and pinned the skirt here and there, puffing it 
out in one place and tucking it in in another. Finally 
she got it to hang as she desired and contemplated the 
whole effect with knitted brows. 

This blue yoke of the wakt must go," she murmured. 
It may have suited Madamc's blonde hair, but not mine. 
About the neck I shall have a ruche of lace, for again 1 
have not Madame's plump neck to show to advantage. A 
little taking in of the skirt and it will look as if made for 
me. Ciel, how loose across the chest ! I must have that 
taken in, for by no means have I Madame's bust. True, 
there will be quite a bit to be taken in, but then Madame 
has a lover and has had a husband, while I have but hopes 
of both. Ah, well, time will tell ! " The scarlet stream 
was now well out in the room. In its course it ran across 
a crack between two of the marble slabs. The cement 
filling had been loosened and then gradually swept out. 
This crevice formed now a canal diagonally across its 
course. Instantly two tiny streams started out to either 
side of the main stream, which still went on. Strongly 
and vividly, against the white background, stood outlined ' 
a scarlet cross ! Fauvette, with tiny snatches of her chan- 
soneite and many exclamations, went on with her pos- 
turing and posing, while every second was proving more 
fatal to the unfortunate in the next room. How closely 
the petty and the tragical herd in the feverish, head-long 
delirium of life. The Shadow of Death in one room, 
I Vanity in another. After changing her mind a dozen 
times about the hang of the skirt, she walked away from 
the mirror with her head twisted over her shoulder to 
get the effect of the back view upon some other following 
mid presumably envious woman. Of a sudden she thus 
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caught a quick and paralyzing view of tte fwariet cro^ 
She stood still for a moment with blanched face and 
trembling limbs, like a picture of Death masquerading in 
a Parisian toilette. With what seemed to her afterwards 
as supernatural strength she walked to the door and 
looked in. Eecoiling with a start and staggering like one 
intoxicated she made her way to the window, conquering 
bravely an almost irresistible desire to swoon. Thrice 
she shrieked, and with an in tenseness that roused the 
square, though to her but seemed as if there was a mighty 
grip upon her throat and she were but whispering. Then 
the woman within her succumbed and she sank to the 
balcony on the bedraggled confusion of her incongruous 
finery. Her cries in the intense stillness of a Spanish after- 
noon had penetrated to the bodega where Eric and the 
Doctor still sat, all unconscious of the tragedy opposite. 
The physician had fortunately not deemed it professional 
wisdom to proceed on their hopeless homeward move to 
their hotel until Eric had fully recovered from the bitter 
blow dealt him by the woman he so foolishly, yet per- 
sistently, cherished. Instinctively and at once they both 
felt that these cries in some way concerned them. As they 
started across the square inquiring heads were out of every 
window, while under the hospital archway two or three of 
the surgeons, with professional instinct, stood watching 
with a curious interest as to what had happened. Hoping 
against an all-powerful invading fear, Eric ran, with a 
strange, renewed interest and strength, up the marble 
stairs of the house he had left a little before a heart-broken 
man. Yet he diref ully feared what he might have to face. 
A fresh terror was awakened by the sight of Fauvette's 
prostrate form. 

Guided by the tell-tale stream of blood, which froze his 
very being with a presage of horror, he ran to the bed- 
room door. 

" Oh, my God ! ^^ he cried in a frenzy of remorseful pity. 
*' Dolly, my wife, what have you done ? What have you 
done ? " He turned on the physician, who had been close 
on his heels. " Doctor ! ^^ he shrieked, in a pitiful frenzy 

of grief; " save her I Ygu must save her ! '' 



tH£ FkfiAItS OK FATfi. ' 28f 

Se knelt at the side of the prostrate f crm, caressing the 
soft golden hair and kissing the sweet face, ghastly white 
in the pallor of impending death. All the while he called 
to her with frenzied, hysterical appeals. 

Dr. Archbell had taken it all in in one swift, professional 
glance. From two handkerchiefs he hastily improvised 
tourniquets which he bound tightly about the upper arm. 
These effectually stayed the further loss of blood. 
** Quick ! " he cried. " Carry her to the hospital; there is 
yet a fighting chance for her life." As if she had been but 
a mere baby Eric, without seeking the other's aid, picked 
her up in his arms. Bare-headed and wild-eyed he ran 
across the square with his helpless burden, her white gown 
gleaming gruesomely incarnadine with the sanguinary evi- 
dence of her hasty deed. The crowd stared at his ghastly 
burden and instantly made way, the women turning aside 
with a pitying shudder as they crossed themselves, murmur- 
ing an Ave Maria. At the hospital entrance Eric was re- 
lieved of his burden by the expectant surgeons, and Dolly 
was quickly laid out on an operating table. Faint with the 
exertion and mental anguish he dropped into a chair. Doc- 
tor Archbell, who had been following him, dallied but a 
second to pick up Dolly's note of directions, was instantly 
by his side. The surgeoips after working the patient's arms 
over her head, thus establishing artificial respiration, now 
administered a hypodermic injection of brandy, then they 
prepared for the usual saline injection to distend the 
shrunken veins. Doctor Archbell, quickly noting she was 
in good hands applied himself altogether to Eric. The 
first thought of the husband on coming to was for her. 
*^ They will save her. Doctor ? " he asked, with feverish 
eagerness. 

" There is every hope," replied Doctor Archbell, sooth- 
ingly. 

" Thank God ! " cried Eric. ^' He has placed this oppor- 
tunity in our way." He grasped the other^s hand con- 
vulsively and cried. *^ The circle has been swung. We 
face now precisely the same contingency that tended to her 
undoing. Her mad act was for the best." 

^^Ay, for the best," replied the physician. ''Fate has 
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put it into your hands to give her not only life, bnt a ne^ 
life which will ref tore her to her former self. What science 
has done, science will now undo. Transfusion of blood is 
now once again our only recourse. Coming as it does from 
your veins, it cannot but undo all that has been done.^^ 

" Thank God, thank God ! " cried Eric. " But if we can 
only make them understand us." The head surgeon 
stepped instantly forward. " You can perfectly," he said. 
"I am a graduate of a London hospital. Fve not only 
learned your language but also your modem ideas; I agree 
that transfusion is now our only resource." 

" Seiior," said Doctor Archbell, " it pleases me to meet 
an able confrere. We are friends of this unfortunate young 
lady; this gentleman will supply the subject. You are 
ready ? " 

" I wait your commands," replied the other simply. 

*^ Then the sooner the better," said the Doctor. " Eric, 
prepare yourself." 

Eric hastily and eagerly divested himself of his waist- 
coat and stepped to the side of his wife. Her lips were 
slightly parted as they faintly drew in the life-giving air; 
the eyelids occasionally fluttered with a faint, almost im- 
perceptible movement. Eric bent over the pale drawn face, 
" At last, my darling, at last ! " he murmured, " I am to 
gain you back to life and joy." 

A sudden commotion outside startled the group about 
the table, and an attendant entered with an apology. " The 
gentleman insisted," he explained in Spanish to the head 
surgeon. " He says he is her husband." He was followed 
by Manuel De Castro who entered slowly and coolly. 

Setting down his valise he nonchalently and with a 
mocking triumph in his eyes surveyed the startled group. 

Eric involuntarily made as if he would spring at his 
throat, but DoctorArchbell restrained him. 

" I must trouble you, gentlemen," said De Castro coldly, 

, ^^ to hold on just one minute. I have appeared to have 

' missed a train to very good advantage." He then addressed 

the head surgeon. " Senor," he said, ^^ if anybody is to aid 

this patient my right comes first. I am her husband." 
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" Yon damned sconndrd I " shrieked Eric struggling in? 
Doctor ArchbelFs restraining grasp. 

The head surgeon appeared painfully confused. '^ You 
shall have some difficulty in proving such an assertion/' 
said Doctor Archbell to De Castro. ^^ This man is but a 
despoiler of another's home/' he continued to the be- 
wildered surgeon. " My friend is her legal husband I " 

De Castro laughed with a tantalizing mockery. 
'^ Senors/' he said addressing the surgeons. " You all know 
me well. Madame, of course, you must know by sight very 
well. Have we not for nearly a year past lived under your 
very noses as man and wife ? What more would you have. 
You have only these persons' word against my undoubted 
evidence." 

'^ Great God !'' cried Eric, "is she to be in his power 
again ? " 

Even Doctor Archbell was for the moment appalled by 
the sudden turn of affairs. The surgeon sadly confused 
conferred with his associates. With a sudden decision he 
turned to the Englishmen. 

*' Gentlemen," he said, "I regret that the preponder- 
ance of evidence is in favor of Senor De Castro. He, there- 
fore, has every right to supersede all others. It may be as 
you say; but I cannot endanger a patient's life to bicker 
over the matter. Gentlemen, kindly withdraw. Senor, 
prepare yourself." 

Eric grasped the surgeon's hand. " In heaven's name," 
he cried earnestly, " do not do a horrible injustice. You 
do not know what you will be responsible for." The other 
protested politely but firmly. 

Doctor Archbell resolved a thousand and one theories 
to gain time. It would be infinitely better, he fancied, 
to let her die than fall back through the same agency into 
the old slough of slavishness to this man's consanguinity. 
All the while that Eric pleaded De Castro went on with his 
preparations.. The surgeon was firm. 

" Gentlemen/' he said, " I must really request that you 

go." 

" We shall never go/' cried Eric in a sudden desperation, 
*^ while she is here " 



i 
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Two orderlies stepped up to him and gently endeavored 
to force him to the door. In a sudden frenzy he threw 
them aside and dashed at De Castro. In a confused melee 
of swearing surgeons and shrieking sisters the two strug- 
gled. Doctor Archbell ineffectually endeavored to reason 
with Eric but in vain. The whole room was now in a 
most disgraceful uproar, while in the centre on the long 
table lay a mutely appealing, prostrate woman with the 
shadow of the grave upon her. The two men had been 
separated and were pinned, each struggling down in chairs 
when a new factor was added to the excitement. Outside 
in the corridor could be heard the protesting jabor of ex- 
cited attendants. 

" Caramba 1 " shrieked the head surgeon excitedly. 
" Are we fallen in with a pack of lunatics ? '* 

Suddenly, clear above the confusion of voices, sounded 
what was then the sweetest of all sounds to the maddened 
Eric and the dismayed Doctor Archbell. An unmis- 
takably sturdy and virile English voice cried : " Make 
way, vou damned meddlesome fools ! I am the English 
Consul ! '' " The English Consul I '' cried Eric in joy. 
*^ Then we gain the day,'^ said Doctor Archbell. 

A stout, dignified gentleman bustled belligerently into 
the room. He was followed by Captain Blythe, who ran 
to the Englishman. ^^ In the very nick of time ! *' ex- 
claimed the Captain, in triumph. "Heaven itself could 
not have sent you in better time ! '' cried Eric. Doctor 
Archbell, in a few, quick words, explained the situation to 
the new arrivals. The Consul addressed the surgeon 
bluffly. " Senor," he said, " take your orders only from 
Mr. Singleton. He is her husband. The papers in the 
case are at my office.^^ To Doctor Archbell he explained 
that Captain Blythe had called on him with the story of 
an English subject deserted in Spain. They had gone to 
the house only to find that the scene of their possible use- 
fulness had been transferred to the hospital,, and as luck 
would have it, they had arrived at the critical stage of 
affairs. Eric ran to Captain Blythe and warmly grasped 
both his hands. ^^ This is your work ! *' he cried. '' I 
gwe you a burden of thanks that a mere lifetime caQ 
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never afford opportunities of reprisal.'^ The Captain dis- 
entangled himself with embarrassment. *'Yoxi need not 
thank me/^ he said awkwardly. " I once did you a nasty 
turn ; perhaps this may square matters. I may not have 
a very enviable reputation at home — in fact, I know I 
have not. I believe I am known as a rou6 and a rounder 
— ^leastwise that^s the way they put it. But bad as I may 
be there is no man living to-day who ean say that Cap- 
tain Lionel Blythe ever cheated at cards or deserted a 
woman in her hour of need.^^ He had drawn himself up 
to his full height, and delivered the words with a certain 
impressive dignity. He* then strode over to De Castro, 
who had looked on with a subdued, baffled savageness. 
" Senor,^^ he said, " you had my word ; but circum- 
stances turned all to the best account. I am happy that I 
served indirectly, but fortunately, to block this unexpected 
game of yours. Nbw, you infernal scoundrel, I warn you, 
if I ever catch you on English soil I will take a hearty 
Anglo-Saxon delight in twisting your poltroon neck.'* 
With a careless " good-day ^' to all, he walked quickly out, 
and was followed by the Consul. 

The head surgeon now addressed De Castro pointedly 
but politely : " Senor,^' he said firmly, ^' under the cir- 
cumstances I must request that you leave the hospital.^' 

" Senor," as politely replied De Castro, ^^ it would pain 
me to violate your rules or inconvenience you in any man- 
ner." Absolutely ignoring the English contingent he 
bowed low to the others, biding them the time of the day. 
With a parting look at the figure on the table, and with 
jaunty step and haughty bearing he walked firmly out, 
more like the victor than the vanquished. There is a fine 
art, even in the graceful carrying of defeat.. 

"N'ow, Mr. Singleton," said the surgeon, "we await 
your pleasure." Like the sudden unmasking of a fiery, 
dazzling retort, the sun swiftly flamed from behind the 
dull pall of fleeting storm clouds. It lit up the dull operat- 
ing-room brilliantly and was reflected in a thousand dancing 
scintillations from the numerous surgical instruments lay- 
ing all about. In a gentle, soothing cadence of silvery 
bells the Angelus was sounded from the cathedral. ThQ 
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Sisters of Mercy, in attendance as nurses, knelt down rev- 
erently and told their amber beads ; the surgeon and his 
assistance still bustling about murmured an Ave Marie. 

Eric stepped forward to the side of the table and lifted 
his hands as if to Heaven. "After the storm comes the 
light ! '^ he cried. *^ Sunshine has come into my heart 
and my life. A new existence opens for her and for me. 
God, I thank Thee for Thy kindness/' He fell to his 
knees by the side of his wife, and bent his head as if in 
prayer. The head surgeon and Doctor Archbell glanced 
at each other in evident embarrassment. The one 
coughed, while the other blew his nose, without any 
obvious necessity. The rest stood wonderingly about, 
waiting orders. There was a minute of intense silence. 
Doctor Archbell was the first to break the tension, as he 
snapped his watch case sharply. 

" Gentlemen,*' he said, '* pray proceed. Every moment 
is dangerous to our patient.*' 



Once outside the hospital doors De Castro's physical and 
mental attitude underwent a quick change. Chagrined, 
crestfallen, and with a knowledge of utter defeat, he 
crossed the square slowly and mechanically, not caring 
whither his footsteps led him. Bitterly he reviewed the 
circumstances of the past half hour. The unexpected ad- 
vent of the English visitor had led to the missing of hia 
train but by a very few minutes. It was an express, to be 
followed in a quarter of an hour by a local, so he did not 
leave the station. Sitting fretfully in the waiting-room 
his attention had been attracted by the commotion in the 
near-by square. A quick discovery of its cause — ^news flies 
like wildfire in gossipping Seville — had led to a sudden 
and radical change of his resolutions and plans. While 
he had sat and cursed the unlucky mischance of losing 
the express, he had realized, and with a tremor of weak- 
ness, that it might only be a matter of time when he would 
again yield to her influence. Now the sudden portent 
of her danger brought him only too quickly back to her 
(side. Then, with the aspect of affairs at the hospital, and 
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her hnsband to her rescue, came the sudden probability 
of losing her for all time. This contingency stirred him 
to a sudden and contradictory stand in the matter. Yet 
after all he had played his hand for all it was worth, only 
to lose. Attracted now by a dismal memory of what their 
home had been to them, he retraced his steps there with- 
out any settled project in mind. He found it completely 
deserted. All the servants had fled through the super- 
stitious dread of spending the night there, while Fauvette 
was at the hospital by her mistress' side. After enter- 
ing, his first care was to dress a slight wound on his hand, 
hitherto unnoticed. In the excitement of his discomfiture 
at the hospital he had violently struck his clinched hand 
on an operating table. In this action the little finger had 
been but slightly scratched by contact with the sharp edge 
of a surgical instrument thrown down carelessly by an 
excited surgeon. That functionary, who had but finished 
dressing the wound of a blood-poisoned patient, had 
rushed into the main room at the first moment of the ex- 
citement without observing the regulation precaution of 
at once sterilizing his instrument. Luckily for De Cas- 
tro's peace of mind he was not aware of these details. He 
was altogether too sadly distracted in mind even to note 
the slight itching of the apparently insignificant scratch. 
He wandered for awhile about this desolated house, every 
little evidence here and there of a once feminine occu- 
pancy a new torture to his agonized mind. Then he sat 
down and deliberately drank a full half-dozen bottles of 
wine. This served to temporarily dim the bitterness of 
his thoughts and at the same time to blunt the keenness 
of his reason. About ten he threw himself wearily and in 
a half -drunken stupor on the bed. He awoke to hear the 
cathedral clock boom out the hour of four. With his re- 
turning scattered consciousness came a vivid and unpleas- 
ant realization that a strange and oppressive fever was 
upon him. His mouth was parched and his head dizzy ; 
his right arm was all numb, as if he had slept upon it. 
With a wondering fear he saw, on striking a light, that it 
was also blotched a purplish black and hideously swollen. 
As he crossed the room for a glass of water he staggered 
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and became distressingly susceptible of sharp, ^booting 
pains throughout the entire right side of his body. He 
now realized that he was very sick — perhaps fatally — and 
not a soul in the house to aid him. In the house next 
door lived his friend Jose Sanchez. To go down stairs 
and to the other door he felt in his present enfeebled 
state would be impossible. The quickest way undoubtedly 
was out of his bed-room window and across the portico, 
which, in common, ran along the rear of the several ad- 
joining houses, to his friend^s room. Crawling along the 
roof he endeavored to swing himself around the wooden 
fence separating the two houses. His strength was even 
less than he fancied, for his foot failed to reach, his grasp 
weakened, and he fell headlong and backward to the yard 
below. On the fence beneath, separating the two yards 
and close to the party wall, was a fan-shaped barrier of 
iron spikes. In his fall one of these projecting spikes 
caught him in the fleshy part of the thigh. There he 
hung, about ten feet from the ground, head down and 
helpless, unable, by reason of the position, to even call for 
aid. All the blood in his body seemed to rush oppressively 
to his head ; he felt as if he were slowlv suffocating, while 
the agony of his torn limb was added to all his previous 
sufferings, which, in turn, now seemed vividly intensified. 
He confusedly reasoned in his feverish delirium that in- 
stant death would be far preferable to this torturing cer- 
tainty of dying by inches. His left arm, he found, still 
retained full vitality. He extracted a penknife from his 
pocket and with his teeth opened the largest blade. Pois- 
ing the knife-blade between his thumb and forefinger and 
with his little finger as a guide he carefully located the 
carotid artery of his neck. The vein was pulsating vio- 
lently and rigidly distended by the extra pressure of blood 
to the head. With a quick, decisive motion he drove the 
point of the keen blade into the firm, pulsating vein. 

The first apparent sensation was of decided relief, as 
the pressure of blood to the head was relieved by this out- 
let. His mind became acutely, almost supernatural! v, 
cl^ar, H^ reviewed all the exciting movements of the day 
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in the pettiest detail and down to even the very present 
moment. 

" Dolores ! Dolores ! '^ he cried over and over again. 
Then he commended his soul to his Maker. A swift, sud- 
den paralyzation came over all his faculties, mental and 
physical, and Manuel De Castro's capacity for suffering 
remorse or prayers was at an end. 

Next morning the philosophical hachelor, Juan San- 
chez, went yawning and stretching to his hedroom win- 
dow. He threw open the blinds and with a keen physical 
delight drew in great lung-fulls of the fresh morning air. 
*^ How delightful ! '^ he murmured. " Each day comes a 
new birth of the animal nature and faculties and a fresh 
delight in life.'' 

Looking up he perceived the cloudless sky betokened 
a fine day to come, a promise that was verified by the 
westerly poise of the cathedral's gilded vane. He pleas- 
antly noted the sparkle of the sun on the diamond-shaped 
windows of the cathedral spire. From thence his eyes fell 
to the pigeon-cote on the eaves below, all covered with its 
rustling, busy inmates. This reminded him of the 
country. " The very thing," he soliloquized, " a jaunt to 
my little farm to-day. Perhaps I may induce my neigh- 
bors,, the De Castros, to join me. We shall dine on roast 
chicken and my best port." He rubbed his hands to- 
gether in gleeful anticipation of the merry party. A 
scratching on the tin roofing of the portico attracted his 
attention. His pet cat, its whiskers well stiffened with 
blood, purred softly in greeting. 

Ah, you sorry scoundrel ! " he cried, in mock anger. 

Out prowling all night, and then to break your fast on 
a pigeon. Shame to you ! " Then for the first time his 
eyes in frozen horror rested on the gruesome thing, hang- 
ing impaled. The head hung but a few feet from the 
ground, and the agonized, upturned face stared full at 
him. Directly beneath was a dark pool of coagulated 
blood, about which a few stray cats were sniffing. 

He stepped back hurriedly, and with a hastily mur- 
mured exclamation crossed himself with fingers, dipped 
in the holy water chancel, Once more the square was 
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startingly aroused ; once more it had a sensational bit of 
gossip. One look convinced the hurrying surgeons that 
they were not needed ; a little reasoning made clear the 
whole course of affairs. 

^'It was better so/^ observed the head surgeon. ''He 
would have only died in a few hours from blood poisoning. 
It had made too much progress to be controllei^' Then 
he paced off some half-dozen paces to where the last traces 
of blood showed on the grass. His companions watched 
him curiously. 

" It is interesting to note/' he said with a mingled air 
of gravity and importance, ''that by reason of the posi- 
tion of the body when the artery was pierced the blood 
has spurted a full fifteen feet/' 

"Quite interesting/' asserted the beardless students 
Some at once made notes in the books which they car-' 
ried. 

" Well, let us go ! " cried the surgeon. " Our breakfast 
is getting cold." And chatting and smoking they returned 
leisurely to their interrupted meaL 
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The transfusion was a decided success. In but little 
time after the operation evidences of vivification reassur- 
ingly showed in the faint tinge of color in the livid lips, 
and the strengthened and more rythmical action of the 
pulse. Every recourse of the establishment was drawn upon 
to insure the patient^s comfort, and after being assured that 
Dolly would be well-watched during the night by two 
nurses Eric and Doctor Archbell reluctantly left the hos- 
pital at closing time. They, too, would feigned have stayed 
by her side during the night and eagerly begged the priv- 
ilege, but in vain. The rules of the establishment were 
inexorable — no outsiders after a certain hour. 

They secured lodgings' at a near-by bodega, disdaining 
the pretentious but more distant hotels, and early next 
morning set out for the hospital. On their way they met 
the surgeons returning from their fruitless errand, who 
were the first to communicate the news of De Castro^s 
tragic death. 

" Heaven forgive me,'^ cried Eric relievedly, " but I 
cannot say I feel aught but a great relief at this news.*' 

"Spare your regrets,^' replied Doctor Archbell dryly. 
'^It is indeed a lucky chance that removed him. There 
is, certainly, no more danger to be feared from that quar- 
ter.'* 

He turned curiously to find the surgeon. "And the 
blood, you say,'* he asked with a profound interest, 
*' spurted fully twenty feet ? " 

"Fully twenty feet, Senor," replied the other. "I 
measured it most carefully." 

" Well, well ! " commented Doctor Archbell, and the 
two fell at Q»ce into an interested technical discussion of 
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the diplomats death. With no interest on this side of the 
subject Eric walked in silence by their side. His dawning 
hope of a possible bright future for Dolly had now been 
greatly strengthened by this glad news of Manuel's death. '. 
While the other lived he could never but feel a dread of 
what might possibly happen. But now she was all his, and 
with nought but the probability of the outcome of her new ' 
self to disturb him. 

At the hospital they found that Dolly had put in an 
easy night and was visibly improved, although still in a : 
somewhat alarming state of mental and physical coma. 
THiis, however. Dr. Archbell assured him was only to be . 
expected. They spent the entire day by her side, leaving 
at the last moment at night, only to return early the next j. 
morning. And such was their programme for several days. • 
In the course of a fortnight Doctor Archbell came to a' 
sudden decision. 

" I have resolved upon a plan of procedure,^' he said de- 
cidedly one day to Eric. " Dolly is now past the crisis, and 
when she returns to a consciousness of her surroundings 
those surroundings must not be Seville, but rather the 
pastoral beauties of her own mother country. I have every 
reason to hope that the returning consciousness will be 
the one of old, and I do not wish that her present environ- 
ments might cause her to remember what we wish so heart- 
ily to have her forget. This emergency of returning in- 
telligence may occur at any moment, so we must act quick- 
ly. Therefore we start for England at once.'' 

^'But how in goodness' name," asked Eric hopelessly, 
*^ are we to move her in her present condition ? " 

" I have arranged for all that," replied the other, ^^ and 
thanks mainly to Captain Blythe and Lady Gladys, this 
being, I presume, the really one admirable action they have 
ever been guilty of. Lord Villier's yacht, the ^ Silver 
Spray,' lies at Cadiz. The Captain and Lady Gladys have 
given up their staterooms for the use of our party, return- 
ing overland to London. This is an arrangement of their 
own suggestion to which, I am happy to say. Lord Villiers 
has only too cheerfully acquiesced. It is only a few hours 
rm to where the yacht li^s, I shall charter a special tram 
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with a swinging cot fixed up in it, and once we have Dolly 
safe aboard the ^ Silver Spray/ presto, it is but little time 
before we have her home safe and sound and that's where 
I want her eyes to open to a view of her environments — 
there and no place else. You will soon know why. Now, 
what do you say ? '^ 

"I leave all in your hands,'' said Eric promptly and 
heartily. " You must know for the better." 

The short journey by rail was quickly and safely made. 
No sooner was Dolly's cot swung tenderly on board the 
yacht than the " Silver Spray's " nose was turned due 
north and away she went with a great white bone in her 
teeth, the taffrail log showing a good fifteen knots per 
hour. 

JiOrd Villiers, en voyage, let it be said to his eternal 
credit, managed to keep well in hand the ebullient spirits 
of his rather mixed and decidedly rakish company of 
guests. In fact, this well-meaning and good-hearted roue 
carried this discipline to a rather startling extent. The 
day before they sighted the " Lizard," happened to be a 
Sunday, and after dinner on the previous evening his Lord- 
ship solemnly announced that on the morrow he proposed 
to hold divine services in the main saloon at noon sharp. 
This was indeed an innovation for the ^^ Silver Spray ! '* 
At first his announcement was received with undoubted 
dismay, but finally the novely of the adffair appealing to the 
jaded humors of his guests it was unanimously accepted as 
" a jolly good idea." So next day at noon all assembled 
and a prayer-book having been procured after great diffi- 
culty — ^there being only one Scotchman in the crew — his 
Lordship solemnly and haltingly read the services. Then 
the Gloria in Excelsis was sung by a comic opera prima- 
donna of shady repute, with a chorus — or rather a choir — 
made up cf two Gaiety girls, a music hall artist, several 
divorcees, and a great society beauty whose reprehensible 
record alone put all the others combined in the shade. 

The tout ensemble was most decidedly impressive. Lord 
Villiers alone was so impressed by the solemnity of it all 
and his own preternatural alcoholic gravity that he actu,- 
ally wept. Several men, strange as it may sound, paid 



294 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

outstanding gambling debts among themselves, and tihe 
women spent all afternoon together in pairs contumelious- 
ly — ^and rightly enough too — accusing themselves of most 
every crime in the calendar. That they afterwards used 
this knowledge as material to *^ cast up ^^ in future quarrels 
may be immaterial, but is worth noting as an illustration 
of the fragile tenure of friendly confidence among their 
sex. The function, on the whole, was voted such a success 
that it, to anticipate, became afterwards a part of the regu- 
lar routine of every cruise. On a Saturday night the 
butler would hand each guest before retiring a card, which 
read: 

^Breakfast at Twelve,'* 
^^ Services at One,'* 
'^ Baccarat at Two.*' 

And one Sunday at Cowes, it was said that Lord Villiers 
actually had a local branch of the Salvation Army hold 
services on board, but without, that was recorded, a single 
brand being snatched from the burning. 

The weather during the voyage being altogether calm 
and pleasant the run was quiet and uneventful, and on a 
superb morning in May the " Silver Spray '* dropped an- 
chor oflf the E. Y. S. house at Isle of Wight. Acting on 
Doctor Archbell's orders telegraphed ahead. Professor Cas- 
tlemaine had already secured a cottage at Cowes fully fur- 
nished, and Dolly was quickly transferred to her new 
quarters. 

The glad home-coming of this prodigal daughter was, 
however, somewhat slightly tinctured by a sorrow which 
had but recently befallen the Castlemaine household. 
Cythera's infant, which had given every promise of de- 
veloping into a- fine, sturdy boy, liad, unfortunately, met 
with a fatal misfortune. One day, but a week before, his 
nurse had carelessly left him alone for a few moments. He 
was sprawling playfully on a great white bearskin rug be- 
fore on open wood fire. Whether a spark had flown out, 
or whether in childish mischief he had gone too near the 
bla?e, was never kiiowij, Somehow or gther the rug must 
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have caught ablaze and when the nurse returned the poor, 
tiny, helpless victim was burned to a crisp. 

This unfortunate incident, however, had been the factor 
of uniting the father and mother of the victim. Meeting 
for the first time since a certain lamentable occasion, 
Cythera was deeply affected by Bert's extreme and un- 
affected grief. Left alone together for a while in the com- 
pany of the tiny coffin they quickly came to a mutual un- 
derstanding. It was at the end of this interview that Bert 
sheepishly produced a package containing that rejuvenated 
Cupid, which had so sadly come to grief the afternoon of 
Cythera's refusal of his suit. 

^^I kept it all the time," he said awkwardly. *^I was 
going to ask that it be buried with him, but now I guess — 
well you will ^^ 

Cythera took it with filled eyes. " Let it be symbolical 
of our affection,'^ she said softly. " Like it once apparently 
shattered hopelessly; now in a perfect and lasting whole.^* 

The wedding was quiet and private, and immediately 
after the two left for the continent. And Tudds, it might 
be said, decorated with a large satin bow to which he ob- 
jected very vigorously, chewing it to tatters on every pos- 
sible occasion, was a very much honored and pampered 
member of the party. 

So now, while the Professor had lost a grandson he had 
through that loss gained a son-in-law. 

*^It is better it should have all been as it was," said 
Doctor Archbell one day in sympathy. ^^ I dread to think 
of the possible future of a child bom in the unnatural ex- 
citation of alcohol. It could hardly help but turn out a 
degenerate and a dipsomaniac. Yes, it was for the better, 
you may be sure." Which, of course, was one way of philo- 
sophically regarding another's misfortune. 

The void left in the little household by Cythera's de- 
parture was now more than filled by the invalid Dolly and 
the thousand and one little loving cares and attentions. 
For a full week after her arrival she still lay in the state 
of death-like coma into which she had fallen after the first 
evidence of taking a new grip on life, subsequent to the 
transfusion in Seville. 
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Then one day came a change, and with this return of a 
consciousness of her surroundings, came a sudden shock 
and a bitter blow to all. Far better it seemed at first would 
have been the previous state to this which now evidenced 
itself. Her mind was an absolute blank — as blank as a 
newly-born infant ! She apparently had not the slightest 
intelligence of her surroundings nor of those about her. 
Father, husband, and friends might have been kindly but 
absolute strangers as far as any interest she showed. Doc- 
tor Archbell alone seemed to view this contingency with- 
out any consternation. 

" Simply as I expected,^^ he said quietly, ^* and natural 
enough at that considering all that she has undergone. 
It is a mental phrase known as amnesia, being a contrac- 
tion of the cortical or grey substance of the brain, which 
forms a larnelle covering to the entire surface of the con- 
volutions of the cerebrum. A condition brought about by 
sudden shock and aggravated by all which followed, as you 
know, this sudden shock.^' 

The physician had voiced his diagnosis offhand carelessly 
and almost brutally matter of fact. In fact. Doctor Arch- 
bell always couched his diagnosis in strictly technical 
phraseology. It sounded imposing, added certainly to hia 
dignity, and further served to effectually preclude all idle 
and annoying questions. 

It will gradually pass away,^^ he added reassuredly. 

It is now as if an inflexible hand of iron held memory in 
a firm unrelenting grasp. But it will relax in time, you 
may rest assured, and just at present it is the best thing 
for our cause. After this — ^well, that is the question. 
There is a probability of a recrudescence of her mental per- 
verseness; again, on the other hand, is the still more likely 
possibility of a restoration to her mental state preceding 
that fatal transfusion which changed her so badly. Ours 
now is the task to train the tentative tendrils of her re- 
turning consciousness toward the good, as one might train 
the creeping vine toward the sunny side. Time will tell 
its own story. Meanwhile we must hope for the best.'' 

While Doctor Archbell had every hope for the better. 
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lie did not wish to raise any false hopes, so for the present 
maintained a policy of conservatism. 

All more or less cheerfully resigned themselves to 
optimistic hopes for the future, but in Ericas mind there 
lingered the harassing and harrowing doubt of what mem- 
ory, when it did return, would bring with it. Had the in- 
carnadine dye of the othei^'s infusing and tainting san- 
guinary medium been so fixed by the mordant of time, 
association, and environment that it would forever stain 
the hitherto immaculate fabric of her soul ? Would the 
second transfusion from his veins be merely a means of 
physical recuperation rather than moral and mental re- 
generation? When reason came back to its vacant throne, 
would she be the same sweet, gentle-spirited divinity he 
had known and loved so well in blissful days of yore, or 
would she again be the perverse, passionate and depraved 
creature of Spain ? 

The prayers that went up from his heart night and day 
that she might be restored to him as of old were as fervent 
as they were frequent. All they could do now was to wait 
— ;to wait minutes and hours and days. To wait, to hope, 
and to pray, with the lurking insistent and dispiriting 
dread in the hearts of all of what might happen, and which, 
while never spoken of, nor even hinted at, yet was feared 
by all. It is the uncertainty that flagellates one in the most 
tender susceptibilities. From now on ensued a sadly try- 
ing period. While Dolly was able in a few days to ex- 
change the bed for an invalid chair and while somewhat 
improved physically her mind was yet sadly lacking. She 
was to all intents and purposes a grown up baby or a great 
beautiful doll. All her movements and requirements 
seemed to be a matter of instinct rather than of reason. 
She acted in a purely mechanical way as regards meals 
and retiring and rising. She showed no particular in- 
terest in or preference for any particular person. She was 
absolutely indifferent about food or dress, submitting en- 
tirely to the choice of her attendant nurse in such matters, 
A superb sunshiny day or a dark one of pitiless pelting 
rain seemed alike to her. This period did not present any 
aspect of aphasia suggested in the way of a mere local ai« 
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fection of the ceretral nerves governing speech. It was^ 
alas ! something more, and something infinitely more piti- 
ful. Her speech was limited to yes or no, or very simple 
requests — or rather hints of what she wanted, — couched 
in one or more words and more commonly the former. It 
could thus be readily perceived that it was clearly not a 
difficulty in expressing ideas in words, but rather a lack 
of ideas to express. Above all was that culminating, crush- 
ing blow, her continued absolute ignoring of those to whom 
she was so near and so dear. This period was a veritable 
purgatory of suspense for Eric and with many ingenious 
and unremitting cares of this apathetic doll he managed, 
but indifferently, to keep his thoughts off dire misgivings 
of the future. To all about them there was something in- 
finitely pathetic in this relation of man and wife, with a 
heart-broken longing for a sign or token on the one side, 
I and on the other simply an indifferent, listless unconscious- 
ness of who or what that devoted husband was to her. 

One evening they were together and alone in the draw- 
ing-room. There they had sat in silence for a full hour, 
and this, alas, was the manner in which many an evening 
had been spent. Suddenly a great blundering moth fiew 
blindly into the lamp-globe and then fiuttered wildly about 
the narrow space in a mad effort to escape the heat. With 
a quick, frightened cry and a sudden terrified movement — 
the first sign of marked emotion she had so far shown — 
Dolly started to her feet. In a second Eric was by her 
side and she threw herself fearfully into his arms. Cling- 
ing tightly about his neck, the whole movement was spon- 
taneous and trusting, as might a child fly to its natural 
protector. Soothingly and with endearing words Eric 
pressed her gently back into her reclining-chair and took 
her hand which lay listless and unresponsive in his. 

" Dolly, my darling,^^ he said tenderly. ^* Do not fear, 
I, your husband, am here with you and ever will be.'^ 

She turned her head languidly toward him as if attracted 
more by the sound of his voice rather than by any appre- 
ciation of his words. For a moment she looked full at him 
with those great weary brown eyes and then sank her head 
back upon the pillows. Neither he nor his words appealed 
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in any manner to her. The hope bom in his Heart for the 
moment on her action was as quickly dashed to the ground. 
She was his wife, and yet all that he could now be was 
nothing more than a kindly protecting stranger. 

When the Professor came in a few moments later Eric's 
cheeks were still wet with the tears which he could not 
hold back and of which no man need ever be ashamed. 
Without speaking the father turned and left them alone. 
He understood and appreciated it all. The Professor him- 
self was now a greatly changed man. He gave no time to 
his study, but all to his garden. Yet the old scholarly 
habit was hard to shake oflE. He would surreptitiously slip 
a book into his pocket of an afternoon and the neighbors 
would be vastly edified by the sight of the savant with a 
book close under his nose in one hand, while with the other 
he absentmindedly snipped a pair of trimming-scissors 
open and shut upon space. It was one day in this early 
stage of clinging scholarly habit in connection with his 
daily pastoral task that Doctor Archbell on his regular 
visits encountered him. The Professor stood stock still 
with Voltaire's " Candide " open in his right hand, while 
with the other he held a pair of pruning knives, clamped 
about a decayed twig. In the very act of cutting, his ac- 
tion had been arrested by some particularly interesting 
item. At the picture the physician could scarcely repress 
a smile and coughed discreetly. The Professor looked up 
quickly and blushing guiltily smiled in his usual strange, 
childlike fashion. 

*' At your old habits, I see," chided the physician play- 
fully. 

*'For the moment. Only for the moment," replied 
the other. "I have encountered a truly optimistic 
jewel in a brilliant garland of pessimism. Listen to 
this from the great master of cynicism : ^ What we 
call life is but a compound of pleasure and pain and 
which every one ought to employ in doing good to 
the community in which he is placed and in the en- 
joyment of the works of Providence without idly seeking 
after hidden causes.' How fine ! How sublime I You re- 
member, Doctor, do you not, how this great philosopher 



300 THE DEGENERATION OF r)OROTflY.\ 

epitomizes this farce of life into the terse dictum, 'that 
every man has his bit of work to do, — every man has his 
garden to dig ? ' Ah, Gerald, we must take care of one's 
garden in more senses of the word than one. The nearer 
to Xature, the nearer to God. The magic, enthralling un- 
folding of a rosebud^s petals is a greater miracle of Nature 
than an}'thing science has ever shown/* The physician's 
lip curled in unmistakable scorn, and for this he suffered 
speedy and poetical retribution. A great, brilliantly col- 
ored butterfly fluttered by as the Professor finished. 

In a second he had dropped his book and caught up a 
long-handled scoop-net. A hasty swoop missed its prey, 
but very neatly sent the physician's top hat flying over the 
hedge and into the road. There a festive breeze sent it 
scuttling down the path, right into the teeth of a playful 
Scotch terrier. Leaving the other scampering wildly with 
frenzied scoops after his prize the physician ran full speed 
after the dog. But that animal thinking his pursuer's 
shouts were meant for friendly encouragement went full 
speed ahead. The chase finally wound up in a stable-yard, 
where a great bow-legged bulldog was '^ monarch of all he 
surveyed.'* Sizing up the situation with his blood-shot 
eyes he concluded that his little friend and proteg6 was in 
some danger from this pursuer, and so went headlong with 
ominous growls at Doctor Archbell. And the man, who 
had felt royalty's pulse, was compelled to incontinently 
scuttle up the sides of a sloping slippery hay-rick. From 
this vantage place he endeavored to cajole and flatter an 
unbiassed bull-dog — and there is nothing in nature so free 
from cajolery — ^with palpable flattery and sweet phrasing; 
but to no avail. Finally he was rescued by a surly, in- 
sinuating stableman who declared he had half a mind to 
turn him over to a bobby as a suspicious character. When 
Doctor Archbell finally arrived, in high dudgeon, back to 
the villa, he found the Professor examining a very hand- 
some butterfly. 

" This is a little side issue of mine," said the other with 
that strange, baflOing smile, ^^ and this is indeed a very rare 
specimen." 

The physician made no comments but went to a room 
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to repair damages, and it is stated with regret that when 
once in seclusion nsed some very unpleasant language. 
And the Professor — ^he went back in simple fashion to 
* taking care of his garden/' 

As time wore on Dolly's physical health was markedly 
improved. Her neck and arms, which before had been so 
pitifully wasted, began to fill out and a little flush of color 
came to her cheeks. But the mind was still the same list- 
less blank, and she gave one, still more than ever, the 
impression of a great beautiful doll. Eric now wheeled 
her daily about the garden patiently and tenderly when the 
weather allowed. Finally one glad day, leaning on his 
strong, ever-ready arm, she walked the full length of the 
verandah some half dozen or so times. My, but that was 
a red-letter day in the little household! The Professor, 
in celebration, brought some very old wine out of his pri- 
vate cellar, and cracked some extremely ancient jokes of 
his early college days, at which all indulgently laughed. 
From now on her general physical improvement was no- 
ticeably rapid. With Eric's assistance she spent a great 
part of every day strolling up and down the pebbled walks 
of the garden. And with this improvement in physical 
strength came a seeming betterment of the mind. Every 
morning it had been the louring duty of the two men to 
fill her lap with great clusters of dew-sprinkled and fra- 
grant roses, which she had scarcely or ever noticed. Now 
she would handle them gratefully, breathing their exquisite 
perfume with every evidence of delight, and would, if they 
were but a few moments delayed, asked eagerly for them. 
All trifles were epochs in this tiny circle and the Professor 
hailed these days by digging out a brilliant, vari-colored 
smoking-jacket — ^from heaven knows where — ^which, to- 
gether with a huge boutonnaire, this conservative old 
savant sported proudly down to the dinner table. Over 
the wine and walnuts he would retail anecdotes until all 
were laughing heartily at his ingeniousness rather than at 
his stories. Even Dolly, without understanding, often 
smiled to see all in such brilliant spirits. And one night 
encouraged by that smile, the serious old philosopher, in 
trying to do an egg trick for which he said he was famous 
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thirty years ago, completely ruined his best silk Hat anil 
three handkerchiefs. As he went upstairs nights they 
could hear him — ^unusual sound — humming the refrain of 
an old college song popular in the early fifties. Further, 
all were willing to swear that a couple of times he actually 
executed a few shuffling and rheumatic steps on the land- 
ing outside the door. 

•Things in general now began to take on a brighter 
aspect. One day while Eric and Dolly were taking tiieir 
daily walk a child's muslin book of fairy-tales was blown 
over the hedge. Thinking the pictures might divert Dolly, 
Eric had picked it up and turned over the pages for her. 
They did more than interest her casually, for she became 
deeply absorbed and seemed most decidedly pleased. Eric 
at once ventured to read one of the tales which were 
couched in simple words of one and two syllables, and the 
result was instantaneous. She seemed to fully understand 
and appreciate it all. Thus began a new era for the two. 
These daily readings now became a part of their daily life, 
to which Dolly looked forward with all possible and 
cHildish delight. It was, indeed^ a pathetic sight to see 
a husband patiently reading fairy tales to this full-grown 
woman, with the puerile mind of a child in the peerless 
form" of beauty. Ever with Eric was the thought. " When, 
oh when ? ^^ The book of tales was now near an end, there 
was but one more tale in the book now left unread and that 
strangely enough was the ^^ Sleeping Beauty." Then, one 
fair afternoon in June, came the day of gathering up the 
unraveled ends. 

Eric had run up to London on some absolutely neces- 
sary business and was not expected back before dinner. 
About three in the afternoon Doctor Archbell called on 
one of his regular semi-weeldy visits. As he was fumbling 
with the latch of the garden gate the Professor ran eagerly 
down the path to meet him. The skilled eye of the prac- 
titioner quickly read the meaning of the other's face and 
manner. 

" Good news, I'll warrant,'' he said briskly. 

^' Good news, indeed ! " replied the father. ^' Our Dolly 
has, to-day, shown more interest in, and intelli gence of, 
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her environments than ever before. Hardly had Eric gone 
when she at once missed him, and ever since has repeatedly 
asked for him/' 

^^ The beginning of a new life for all/' commented Doc- 
tor Archbell, in a pleased manner. "And it all lies in 
Eric's hands now. I must see her.'' 

"After being assured of Eric's return," said the Pro- 
fessor diffidently, "she has fallen into a peaceful sleep. 
Would you advise that she be disturbed ? " 

" Not for the world," replied the physician. " She will 
need all possible strength for the crisis which, I fancy, is 
very, very near. I will see her later. Do you know," he 
continued gravely, " I am compelled to reward your glad 
tidings with a little bad news. Our old friend Cinderbox 
has passed away, and only the day before yesterday, at 
that." 

" Cinderbox dead ! I was not even aware he was ill." 

" It was very sudden. The mixture of a plate of mush- 
rooms intended for the dinner-table and some specimen 
fungus of the most deadly character, through the medium 
of a clumsy servant, did the business." 

" Poor Cinderbox ! " exclaimed the Professor, deeply af- 
fected. " How sudden, indeed, and how unfortunate ! " 

" But he died game," continued Doctor Archbell, with 
a tinge of enthusiasm. "When I told him there was no 
hope — and he insisted in his blunt fashion for the plata 
truth — he asked for a writing pad, and, believe me, this 
strange, grim man of science actually devoted his last few 
remaining moments on earth to a paper embodying a de- 
scription of the symptoms of poisoning by mushrooms, to 
appear in the next issue of the Mycological Journal. He 
even went into the most minute details, closely question- 
ing me as to the technical names of certain spasms that 
convulsed his weakened frame from head to foot, and 
which certainly would have put an ordinary man out of 
his senses. I suggested hypodermic injections of mor- 
phine to deaden the agony, but he rejected the idea, claim- 
ing it would only spoil the case." 

" How strange 1 How strange ! " was all the Professor 
could say. 
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Well, the resTilV' continued the physician, '^ is a reaDy 
fine contribution to contemporary science. While some 
of the symptoms, especially of eyes, tongue and facial dis- 
tortions, are of my own personal observation, the credit 
must all go to Cinderbox. I noted them, but he suffered 
them/' 

A little of this scientific enthusiasm was communicated 
to the Professor. 

^^ I shall watch for that article,^' he said, " with all pos- 
sible interest. What a stir it will make I '^ 

" The news of it already has created a stir,^' replied the 
physician. "You can scarcely appreciate the amount of 
jealousy that this achievement has created in mycological 
circles. Many seem to think that Cinderbox has taken 
an unfair advantage of them, since, heretofore, all such 
symptoms have been only noted by experiments made on 
dogs and other animals. Keally, the envy and indignation 
is enormous. I actually fear that a few of the more envious 
may commit scientific hari-kari in a more or less laudable 
effort to emulate, if not surpass, Cinderbox's famous con- 
tribution to the annals of their pet fad. The effect of 
such a general imitation would be simply disastrous. Just 
fancy a ward full of savants writhing in a grim assortment 
of various and painful convulsions and just entangling 
themselves from an agonized bow-knot long enough to 
dictate a few symptoms to pale-faced stenographers, only 
to go off into a new series of more painful — ^but to them 
more delightful — ^internal gymnastics.^' Doctor Arch- 
bell smiled grimly at the very idea. 

Professor Castlemaine was silent for a few moments ; 
he did not regard the matter so lightly. " Did he not make 
peace with his Maker ? '' he asked at length. 

"He did nothing of the kind," replied the physician 
with a certain grim satisfaction. "An aunt of his who 
■was present suggested spiritual consolation, but he scoffed 
at it. ^ No eleventh hour repentance for me ! ' he cried, 
and I fancied that there was just a suspicion of his old- 
time sneer. ^ My last moments are for my science.' " 

" I regret," said the Professor sadly, " that if he did not 
jnake a peace, at least a truce with his Creator," 
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'^It was better as it was/^ commented Doctor Archbell 
dryly. " It proved his sincerity. Strangely enough, his 
death has brought to light a new phase of his character, 
and one to be suspected, last of all, in connection with this 
grim woman-hater. A legal wife has turned up from some- 
where in Westmoreland, and a common-law wife has de- 
veloped right here in London under our very noses. This 
latter, it appears, was formerly a chorus girl or something 
like that. He maintained her in fine style in a pretty villa 
at Eichmond. The two had a most disgraceful hair-pull- 
ing match over his remains, and the lawyers, I fancy, will 
have great pickings out of his estate — provided there is 
any left to pick. Montecuculi, in his ^^ Memoirs,^' says 
three things are necessary to maintain a war: first, money ; 
second, money ; and third, money. The same may also be 
said of woman." 

The Professor's astonishment at the revelation of this 
side of their friend's life simply sent description limping 
into the Court of Bankruptcy with overwhelming liabili- 
ties, to do it proper justice, and with but little more in the 
way of assets than a tolerable knowledge of the Queen's 
English. For a full few minutes he sat absolutely dazed. 
'^ And to think," he said at length, " that it was this same 
Cinderbox whom I have so often heard say — I can almost 
see his sneering smile and hear the vitriolic intonation of 
his voice — that Weller's dictum to ^Beware of vidders' 
was scarcely comprehensive enough, for one should beware 
of anything in petticoats between sixteen and sixty — they 
are all dangerous. Well ! Well ! Think you it was a 
pose ? " 

" Not necessarily," replied the other. " Experience with 
one will thoroughly sour a man, but when it comes to 
two — ^well, words fail me." The physician ended with a 
deprecating shrug of the shoulders. < 

"To my fancy," he continued, "Cinderbox was to be 
infinitely pitied. With him it was a case of the spirit is 
strong, but the flesh is weak. While his superior intellect 
correctly gauged and placed a proper estimate on the sex, 
he unfortunately fell a victim to that strong sexual attrac- 
tion which they can so powerfully exercise to the undoing 
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of mankind/' There still remained enough of the Pro- 
fessor's old philosophical instinct to reason — and correctly 
at that — ^that when a man rails at the eternal feminine he 
has good reasons for so doing. For the moment he won- 
dered if there would be any post-mortem revelations of 
the same character in the life of this distinguished London 
physician. Perhaps he was justified in his surmise — ^but, 
however, that has nothing to do with this tale. 

While they were still discussing their late confrere's ec- 
centricities a very smart trap was driven up to the gate at 
a very slashing rate. A very trim and alert tiger jumped 
smartly to the horse's head, and in a more leisurely fash- 
ion Captain Blythe and Lady Gladys Vannington de- 
scended. In the memory of their kind offices in Seville 
Doctor Archbell obliterated any lingering traces of re- 
sentment at their previous shortcomings, and greeted them 
cordially. In introducing the twain to the Professor the 
fact was made evident that Lady Gladys was now Mrs. 
Captain Blythe. 

** Yes; we've gone and done it at last," said the Captain 
drawling. *' There are those who have said we should have 
done so long ago, but now their mouths are shut. How- 
ever, we sail for America to-morrow. In the extreme west 
I've bought a ranch and intend to settle down as a gentle- 
man farmer, ideal existence and all that sort of thing, you 
know. It will be a most charming relief to the sham and 
frivolity of London." 

^'And, such being the case," chimed in Lady Gladys^ 
'^ we could not think of leaving without saying one word 
to Dolly. Eeally, sihe is the one person whom we regret 
leaving behind." But Dr. Archbell quickly put a 
quietus to this project, and his voice bore every sign of 
genuine regret. 

*^ I am so sorry," he said, ^^ but really Dolly cannot just 
now see any visitors under any circumstances. Her con- 
dition simply will not allow of any excitement at all. Even 
though I well consider what old friends you are and how 
strong my temptation is to yield, as her physician I must 
be firm." 

Th§ twain \oQk hi^ refusal most gracefully and witiv 
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many expressions of condolence and good wishes for tlie 
future, remounted. With a great jingling of harness and 
snapping of whip, the natty trap was driven oflE at a slash- 
ing pace, the apparently ossified tiger on the back seat only 
unbending his professional dignity long enough to elevate 
his fingers to his nose at a passing butcher boy. 

" That white lie was absolutely necessary, said Doctor 
Archbell as the equipage disappeared in a cloud of dust. 
" Just now Dolly must not come in contact with anybody 
or anything which might recall Spain or her experience 
after that first infusion. The recollection of some half or 
wholly forgotten incident or series of incidents is vastly 
aided by the association of ideas.'^ 

" What a strange couple to enter matrimony ! " com- 
mented the Professor who knew somewhat of the history 
of the twain. 

" Not at alV retorted the physician. " I anticipate the 
very best results for them. Two such have a much better 
prospect than two young, simple, idealistic people. These 
are world-weary and worldly wise. They will expect but 
little where the others would expect too much. They 
have no delusions at all about each other, and will, at 
all times, respect each other's whims and above all things 
each other's leisure. A husband should not be a veritable 
old man of the sea, always on his wife's back, nor should a 
wife be a millstone always hanging about her husband's 
neck. Besides being thoroughly satiated with the sexual 
aspect of their relations, you may be sure each will exercise 
every higher faculty to holding the other. They will be 
beau ideal companions, and above all good friends, which 
is more than most married couples are." 

The maid just now announced that Dolly had awakened 
and was asking again for Eric. 

" A first-class sign," said the Doctor joyously. ^' I must 
gee her." 

Dolly greeted the physician with her usual child-like 
reserve and timidity, yet with an intelligence that hereto- 
fore he had not noticed. He asked her some simple ques- 
tions and seemed very well pleased with her replies. 
" Everything is going the right way," h^ said, drawing the 
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father out in the garden. ^^ The main thing" now, as I 
said before, is to avoid any reference to that part of her life 
incident to her evil experience. We must now proceed 
with the greatest caution. Science teaches us that the 
brain is divided into two halves, one for evil and one for 
good, and her mind is now balanced as on a hair^s breadth. 
The old consciousness is slowly and stubbornly leaving, 
while the new is tentatively and as slowly moving in. At 
this critical stage a false move would be disastrous. Later, 
when the mind is as strong as the body, she may know all 
without harm, but not now. However, I bid you hope. 
With the workings of nature and my own humble ef- 
forts, I fancy we will soon have a new Dolly yet; that old 
Dolly you all knew and loved so well." 

" God grant it be so," cried the father fervently. 

Doctor Archbell frowned in an annoyed manner. If 
there was anything that finical practitioner disliked above 
all things it was to have relatives or friends of a patient 
call upon or thank heaven for a speedy recovery or a safe 
deliverance. It seemed to hurt his amour propre to share 
honors even with the Almighty, a power of which he al- 
ways spoke so as to subtly and insinuatingly convey the 
impression that the word, as he used it, was spelled with 
a lower case " a." 

" Time will tell its own story," he retorted shortly, after 
controlling himself with a great effort. For a while they 
sat and smoked in silence, ruminating each to his fancy 
on the hopes of the future. A little before six Eric arrived 
from the city, and was met at the gate by Dr. Archbell. 

In the other's face he quickly read the tidings of the 
good news. In a few words the physician outlined the 
situation. 
" It all depends on you," he said in conclusion. " Love can 
work wonders. But be very, very careful about the slightest 
hint which may recall any part of her life since that first 
transfusion. I cannot be too particular about thoroughly 
impressing those paramount facts upon you. Endeavor, 
on the other hand, to help the fiuttering mind to grasp and 
take up a memory of events previous to that fateful event 
And, my boy, if all.^oes well, and I feel now they will, you 



LOVE CONQUERS ALL. 309 

will have a wife, and you, Professor, a daughter, just afl 
she was before, as innocent as a newly-bom infant. 

If Doctor Archbell had but constantly and conscien- 
tiously kept a realization of the higher aspect of the case 
before him he might have been able to give a clearer and 
more satisfactory explanation of the change* to come. 
Viewed from this transcendent esoteric plane, all of Doro- 
thy^s innate noble characteristics might be generalized into 
what the adept would term the spiritual ray. This, in turn, 
might be likened to a ray of sunlight and the infusing con- 
taminating blood of De Castro to a prism. Exact, analyti- 
cal and matter of fact science tells us precisely that a ray 
of sunshine in its passage through a prism is reflected and 
decomposed into the various colors of the spectrum. It is 
easy enough to understand that, while the spiritual ray of 
Dorothy's personality was expressed through the other's 
sanguinary matter-prism, it was exhibited— the benefic 
assuming the properties of the malefic — ^in the perverted, 
distorted and literally decomposed aspect of the form and 
colors of evil. 

It is, therefore, but rational to assume that the medium, 
or prism, being removed, Dorothy's personality should be 
exhibited in its pristine clarity and sweetness — the spotless 
purity of an innocent soul. The spiritual ray is, in itself, 
incorruptible, indestructible and immortal ; the evil ex- 
pression can never be but more than an evanescent, trans- 
itory aspect assumed through the temporary transforma- 
tion of matter. That the long-continued residence of an 
evil medium was sure to leave a lingering and to-be-feared 
taint of that evil, was not altogether overlooked by the 
astute physician, as was evidenced by his constant warning 
of association of ideas relating to that previous state of evil. 
Eric had listened to the physician's words with every out- 
ward sign of patience, but withal inwardly consumed with 
impatience. While fully realizing the import of the other's 
warning he was all eagerness to greet Dorothy. So, hardly 
had Doctor Archbell finished than he was off. As he ran 
up the steps of the verandah he met her face to face. At 
tw sound of his voice she had come to meet him half way. 
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At the sight of her and the significance of her action, his 
heart gave a great bound of joy. 

She was attired in a lounging gown of pure white, and 
about her neck she wore the several strands of the pearl 
necklace which had been his nuptial gift. With a singular 
fancy, in her hair, she had fastened, wreathlike, several 
large white roses of the same fragrant immaculate beau- 
ties. Her face was illuminated with a new and strange 
sweetness and her great eyes reflected a fond and lively 
intelligence. To Eric's excited fancy she seemed for the 
moment to be enveloped in the tangible nebulous of an 
ineffable soul radiance — ^the outward and visible signs of 
a change within. She seemed literally transformed — the 
very incarnation of purity and innocence itse'lf. It was as 
if she were coming to him now as she had on the never 
to be forgotten morning of their nuptial. 

The physician's words now came startingly to Eric's 
mind. " And you shall have a daughter and you a wife 
as sweet and as pure as before — ^like a spirit reborn.'' 

Gently and in silence, as if fearing to break the spell, 
he led her to their usual seat overlooking the garden and 
the sea. 

It was near the ending of a most perfect day, in that 
charming month of months. The south wind blew softly, 
its salted breath scented with the perfumed potrpourri of 
the garden below. Before them stretched the shimmering 
opalescent sea — a molten mass of mother-of-pearl. In 
the foreground a cutter-yacht, keeled well over to leeward, 
flashed a shining vista of copper bottom. Far off a seem- 
ing stand-still steamer trailed astern a sable scarf of turgid 
smoke. Overhead curved the cloudless, unflecked sky, of 
a brilliant, deep sapphire in the zeinth, and melting 
through the lesser shades of that magnificent mother-hue 
gradually into a faint pearl, which in turn merged almost 
imperceptibly into the dull grey of the distant low-lying 
mainland. A sea gull, with poised, motionless wings, 
hung lazily far up in the dreamy ether. All was singularly 
conducive to a soul-satisfying Nirvana of reverie. For 
awhile they sat in silence. Doily gazed straight ahead as 
i| in an a|>preciable enjo^ent of the exquisite aquarelle^ 
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"while Eric sat content, his heart joyous with some of this 
great happiness which he felt sure was to come. Neither 
seemingly cared to disturb this full quiescent enjoyment 
of each other's society — the blissful silence of two souls 
in perfect rapport. 

Dolly was the first to break the silence. '^ Our story 
of yesterday/' she said softly and shyly. *^We did not 
finish it.'' 

Eric being thrilled in gladsome surprise. Never before 
had the events, or sequence, of one day's doings been re- 
called the next. This, unquestionably, was most flattering 
evidence that her mind was, indeed, tentatively taking up 
that magic thread which binds the association of ideas 
as one bead is linked with another. 

Scarcely daring to leave her alone even for the moment, 
he hastily dispatched a maid for the book, and eagerly 
turned to the story in question — " The Sleeping Beauty." 
What a curious coincidence it is that the small things of 
this world are so closely, yet all unconsciously to us, linked 
with the great. They had all but finished the tale the 
day before, and Eric now went on with the gradual de- 
velopments which led to the finale. Dolly listened in- 
tently, with every evidence of childish and interested pleas- 
ure. At the finish she sighed softly. 

** How beautiful ! " she murmured. " How beautiful 
and how strange I Sometimes," she continued timidly, 
*^ I fancy that you must be my Prince. You are so good, 
so kind, so noble." 

^' And you," cried Eric fervently, as he bent over and 
clasped her tiny hand, " are my Sleeping Beauty ! Dolly, 
don't you remember me ? Do try, dearest, and recall who 
I am." 

She looked at him long and searchingly, and drew her 
disengaged hand across her brow. 

^^ Sometimes," she said slowly, "I have seen you in 
dreams. It was always you, and you were always good and 

tender, and yet — and yet " She broke off shortly 

and looked at him puzzledly. 

*^ Not now," she said weakly. '' Not now. Some other 
time, but not now," 
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She sank back abruptly into her chair, and gazed witK 
weary, strained eyes far out to sea. Eric could have 
groaned aloud in his anguish. He fondled her tiny hand, 
which lay passively and unresistingly in his, and softlj 
whispered endearing words, but without arousing from 
that old torturesome apathy into which she had so quickly 
fallen after this faint show of a promising interest in life. 

Suddenly the soft strains of waltz music was faintly 
carried to them by the breeze. A peripatetic piano-organ 
was being wheeled from villa to villa, and was not but a 
few doors away. At the sound Dolly suddenly sat up with 
that air of alert and pleased interest that she had shown 
a few moments previous to her relapse into dullness. 
Quickly there flashed into Ericas mind an idea which 
seemed a very inspiration from Heaven itself. 

*' Would you like to hear some music — a little nearer ? ^' 
he asked eagerly. 

" If you will be so kind,^^ she murmured, as if it were 
some daily conventional courtesy. Eric now had his plan 
well in scope of execution, and with every hope in it, too. 
Never before had she shown any preference — in fact, evi- 
denced a nervous dislike — for any melody. He quickly 
wheeled her chair about so that it faced the long drawing- 
room window, just inside of which was the piano. With- 
out taking his eyes off her, he seated himself at the piano 
and began the opening bars of " Lovers Old Sweet Song.'' 
He played nervously, but with what seemed to him to be 
the very inspiration of genius. His task now was to 
awaken a sleeping soul ! Her interest at the few opening 
notes was listless enough, but as he swung feverishly into 
the melody there came a startling change. Gradually she 
sat almost bolt upright in the chair, gazing at him with 
a strange wonder in her great brown eyes. Her hands all 
the while were nervously opening and shutting on the lace 
trimming of her gown. Suddenly she drew several short, 
quick breaths and her bosom heaved convulsively with 
some great inward stress of emotion. Nervous tremors 
passed over her slender frame, as a waking breeze ruffles 
the surface of the sleeping morning sea. Just before 
Eric came to the chorus her lips moved conyulsively, yet 
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\ntliout uttering any sound. Nol^ as ho swung in the old 
familiar rythm of the chorus she rose to her feet and 
faintly began to sing the accompaniment; 

The first few words were indistiilct and wavering, but 
in a second, with the clarity and sweetness of a composite 
bell of silver and crystal, ringing out on a clear, frosty 
night, her voice sounded the dear words of old : — 

^' The lights are low 
And the flickering shadows softly come and go. 
Tho' the heart be weary, sad the day and long. 
Still to us at twilight comes love's old song, 
Comes love's old, sweet song/' 

Eric at last had struck the true responsive chord in 
this weary, slumbering soul ! Scarcely had the last words 
rang out before he had run to her and clasped her in his 
arms. After tenderly embracing her loved form, he kissed 
her again and again, and softly laid her back again in the 
reclining chair. Still nervously thrilled with the cataclysm 
of renewed memory, she lay quietly gazing at him with 
eyes which reflected that which he had so long and hun- 
grily craved. 

^^ It all comes back to me ! " she said joyously at length. 
*' It all comes back to me, Eric ! I must have, indeed, 
been a long time ill." 

*' A long time, indeed, dearest," he replied. 

*^And I have such strange fancies — such strange 
dreams," she murmured. " I thought I was in a foreign 
country with strange people and amidst strange sounds 
and sights." 

*'They are but dreams, dearest," said Eric soothingly. 
"You were delirous and out of your head most of the 
time. It was but natural you should have strange fan- 



cies." 



« 



Oh ! but they were so strange and so vivid," said 
Dolly not a little fearfully. Suddenly she caught sight of 
her scarred wrists, as if for the first time with an intelli- 
gence of what they might imply, and gazed steadily and 
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wonderingly at the twin cicatriced bracelets of scarlet «o 
vividly outlined against the white skin. 

"How in goodness sake/^ she asked puzzledly, "did I 
ever do that ? '^ 

Eric bent over and kissed the livid tell-tale scars. " One 
never to be forgotten night/' he said gravely, " you were 
very, very delirious in the early evening. After you had 
apparently quieted down, all retired feeling sure you were 
safe for the rest of the night in the care of the nurse. But 
that poor soul quite tired out must have fallen asleep and 
some time in the early mom your delirium again coming 
on, you rose quite unheard, and walked blindly about in 
the dark. Walking without seeing, and with your hands 
extended straight in front of you, you stumbled right into 
these very full-length windows back of us. The shock 
must have caused you to faint, for you fell cutting both 
your wrists on the broken edge of the glass.^' 

Dolly gave a faint shudder. " How shocking ! ^' she 
murmured. " But how lucky it was no worse.'^ 

" How lucky indeed,^' echoed Eric fervently. 

Her voice and manner did not indicate the slightest 
knowledge of anything to the contrary. Eric gave a great 
sigh of relief. 

" Surely,^' he thought, " God must find it very easy to 
forgive some lies.'' 

A temporary diversion was here afforded, which helped 
also to dispel any further comments on the scarred wrists. 
The piano-organ had now arrived directly in front of them, 
accompanied by a great flock of children, who, no sooner 
than the strains of a liveily two-step had begun, fell to dan- 
cing in couples. Dolly was childishly delighted with the 
liveliness and novelty of it all, and with gestures and words 
encouraged the children in their really graceful exhibition 
of " tripping the light fantastic toe." She called one little 
golden-haired tot out of the crowd and kissed her enthusi- 
astically and with all the joy of one suddenly recalled to 
the many and diversified petty trifles which brighten life. 
After a few more melodies and a liberal largesse the grin- 
ning Italian went his way with his rollicking escort of 
youngsters. 
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'^ Do you know/' said Dolly a little gravely after they 
all had gone, " I have a faint regret that I was nnable to 
attend Nelly Lingard^s funeral, which was to take place the 
day after that afternoon of afternoons. You remember 
her, do you not, Eric ? She was that little girl who died 
so sadly and yet again so happily because she had her hus- 
band's forgiveness. How noble he was to forgive so much 
and so freely ? '' 

" All men forgive when they love,'' said Eric simply and 
quietly. " Would you, Eric ? " asked Dolly with a strange 
gravity, *^ forgive me if I should ever offend you deeply ? " 

"I would indeed. Dolly, but God forbid you ever 
should." 

As much and as freely, Eric ? " persisted Dolly. 
Even as muc^h and as freely." 

" Then you must, indeed, truly love me." 

" More than you can ever know or realize, sweetest. But 
away with all such thoughts. I really don't know how they 
ever got into your silly little head." 

" Oh, I was just wondering, that's all. It is a weakness 
of my kind to constantly wonder at the strength of the 
affection in which we are held." She laughed lightly and 
added: " Well, we must now take up all our projects for 
the future, so interfered with by that stupid old bicycle ac- 
cident. First tell me all about your doings in dreary old 
Algiers ? " 

Eric gave an account of his work and doings and it watf 
with an ineffable tenderness that they dwelt on the many 
incidents of that pregnant afternoon so long ago. Once 
the father and the physician looked in on them, but speed- 
ily realizing how matters stood, stole gently out, back into 
the garden. But now as the happy couple chatted idly on 
the verandah unrelenting Nemesis was perfecting its plans. 
The piano-organ had, during this interval, gotten no 
further away than a couple of villas. Eric had just taken 
from his pocket the long treasured rose and was pressing it 
in Dolly's only too eager hands, when his ear suddenly 
caught the melody of a familiar and horrifying air. After 
a few opening bars of a pot-pourri from " Carmen " the 
instrument had swung into the sparkling, penetrating 



3l6 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

rhythm of the '' Amor '* aria. Jumping quickly to his feet 
Eric caught a fleeting glimpse of Doctor Archbell rushing 
headlong down the road and calling wildly to the stolid 
Italian who was automatically grinding out the damnable 
insistent melody, as if he were not, with every turn, grind- 
ing a human reason into the scattered and infinitesmal 
atoms of madness. He turned to Dolly. At the first sound 
of the familiar melody she had started to her feet. She now 
stood stock-still, both hands to her forehead and with di- 
lated, fixed eyes seemed staring far off as if at some horror. 
Eric called to her and endeavored to clasp her in his arms, 
but she repulsed him with a strange unnatural strength. 
For the moment she stood poised in a listening attitude. 
Suddenly with a laugh that made his blood freeze with 
horror she danced about waving her hands lightly over her 
head. Then to the accompaniment of the music she sang: 

*^ Amor ! Amor ! Amor ! Amor ! 
Pues el amor es el senor de todo. 

Y nunca usara los grillos de la fria ley. 
Si no me amas, yo te amo, 

Y si yo te amor, ten cuidado I ^* 

Hardly had she finished when she shrieked aloud with 
the pitiful anguish of a soul cast into the innermost circles 
of Hades, and before Eric could catch her sank white and 
senseless to the ground. Hardly had he placed her in the 
reclining-chair when Doctor Archbell ran in accompanied 
by the father and a maid with refreshments. 

" The blow has fallen,^^ cried the physician sadly and 
doggedly. "This is the worst that could have hapi>ened 
for our cause. She now knows everything.'* 

" Is there no hope ? *' cried the horror-stricken father. 

"None,** replied the physician. "The poor weakened 
brain has given away before this strain of bitter memor]f| 
coming on top of what seemed a great happiness. 

" Oh, God ! this is too much — ^too much ! ** groaned the 
stricken father. Eric was silent as if stupefied by this over- 
whelming misfortune when all was brightest. 

Under the effects of stimulants Dolly began to sho^ 
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signs of returning consciousness and began to rave in 
broken, almost incoherent, sentences. The crystallized 
imagery of the past — ^the karma of her evil period — ^was 
materializing and unfolding itself to her stricken mind in 
all its pitiless horror. She was living over again the events 
of weeks in as many seconds. 

" Yes, Manuel,'^ she moaned, ^' I must sometime see your 
Spain. It must be all gayety and sunshine. Ah ! that 
song — ^how it clings to my memory ! It seems to reflect 
something within me. Amor I Amor ! Amor ! Amor ! 

Y nunca usara los grilles What do we care what they 

say. Let us forget all in the pleasure of the waltz. Ah ! 
the lights, the music, and this great love which comes over 
me ! This indeed is love. . . . Yes, yes, we are one blood, 
we shall be one flesh ! . . . Ah, Seville ! the hope of my 
dream, the heaven of my realization ! we are so happy. It 
will — it must last forever ! . . . Manuel, how could you — 
how could you do this cruel thing ! Deserted — cast off 
like a broken plaything. ... 60 Imck to England ? No, 
I could never do it. . . . The other resource — ^the door 
open to all such as I. ... It is hard to leave this world, 
so bright, so beautiful, yet so pitiless. I must be firm, I 
must, I must, I must, and yet . . . Oh, the horror of it 
.... Oh, heaven what have I done ! I am falling — ^fall- 
ing — ^falling '^ 

With an agonized shriek of horror she started to rise to 
her feet. In a second she was in a series of paroxysms of 
a mad terror, struggling and fighting so wildly that it was 
all the three strong men could do to hold her down by main 
force. Little by little her struggles ceased, and at length 
she lay quite still, save for a slight convulsive shuddering. 
Now and then she uttered that feeble moan that struck 
so hard home to the hearts of those about her. It was some 
time before she finally opened her eyes and gazed wearily 
at those surrounding her. Instantly Eric bent over and 
endeavored to clasp her in his arms, but she repulsed him 
wildly. 

^' No, DO ! " she cried hysterically. " Do not touch me I 
I am unclean — ^a vile, lost woman ! I know it all — I know 
fjl that cbreadful past from which you all so kindly en- 
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deavored to shelter me. Oh, God ; what a wicked womaii 
I have been ! ^' 

She turned, and burying her face in the pillow gave 
vent to a wild fit of sobbing. 

Eric gently, but firmly, turned her tear-streaming face 
toward him. 

*' Dolly, dearest,^^ he said soothingly, "you are with 
those who love you.^' 

" How can you love such as I ? " she moaned. ^^ I am 
not worthy of even a moment's regret. Dear hearts, how 
I must have wounded you all. But I did not know — ^I 
did not know." 

" AVe all realized that, dearest," said Eric. " We never 
once felt the slightest resentment — ^nought but a great 
pity and a greater love." 

"How kind you are all to me," she murmured, ''and 
I so wicked. Eric, you are indeed a noble, loving hus- 
band ! And you forgive, Eric ; you forgive me ? 

"I have nothing to forgive you, Dolly." 

" But say you forgive — say the words — ^I beg and insist 
that you say them." 

" I forgive you with all my heart, Dolly, if there be any- 
thing to forgive." 

She seemed to experience a great relief, for when she 
spoke again her voice, while weaker, was more calm. 

" Father, are you here ? " she asked. " It is getting 
dark, so dark. Father, say that you, too, forgive your 
erring Dolly ? " 

At the piteous entreaty of her voice the savant choked 
with a great stress of emotion. " Heaven knows, Dolly," 
he sobbed, " I forgive you." With a weary, satisfied sigh, 
she once more sank back on the pillow, while the father 
and husband each clasped a tiny hand. " Perhaps God, 
too, will forgive me," she murmured. "I did not know 
— I could not help it. Come closer to me, dear hearts- 
It is getting so dark — so dark. . . . But I am happy, I 
do not fear. . . . And mother, you will understand and 
comfort your poor Dolly. We shall soon be together — 
soon enough. ... A strange peace steals over me — ^you 
will all think kindly of poor, sinning Dolly. You will all 
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pray for me. . . . You will not forget. . . . And Eric, 
you will not forget. . . . 

*' Footsteps may falter, weary grow the way ; 
Still we can hear it at the close of day. 
So, Hill the end when lifers shadows fall, 
Love will be found the ^' 

She broke off faintly and sank back exhausted, the 
trembling lips and twitching eyelids only showing that a 
little life was left. 

All was an intense silence save where, far out over the 
water, a poised sea-gull now and then broke out with its 
ominous, dismal wail. Suddenly there sounded out the 
dull boom of the sunset gun, the sound startling all as if 
it were the very crack of doom itself. Hardly had the 
echo died out when from the Guardship a buglers shrill 
call announced ^^ Colors ! ^' It sounded and resounded 
until it died away faintly in the distance, and with the 
sound seemingly died out the tensioned hopes of all. 

Dolly stirred uneasily, and wearily opened her eyes. 
She turned to Eric, smiled faintly, and then cuddled up 
like a tired little child going to sleep. 

The sun had gone out, and wjth it had gone a life. 

In a wild burst of grief father and husband threw them- 
selves on their knees on each side of a body from which 
the soul had fled. " God, forgive her, for she knew not 
what she did ! '^ cried Eric in agony of spirit. ^' Amen, 
Amen ! ^^ cried the distracted father — he who had once 
dared to doubt his Maker. Doctor Archbell alone stood 
unmoved — deathbed scenes were an old, old story to him. 
On his tablets he methodicalUy noted that death was 
caused by a cerebral congestion superinduced by sudden 
shock to a weak brain. ^^As died the mother, so went 
the daughter,'^ he murmured. " The influence of heredity 
is certainly most potential.^^ And quietly he stole away 
leaving the twain with their dead. 

Soon the great moon clambered out of its bath and 
spread a broad, sheening carpet of gold across the water, 



320 THE DEGENERATION OF DOROTHY. 

up the lawn and to the very feet of the tiny figure lying 
60 cold and still. 

Perhaps even now her spirit was treading its profiEered 
pathway ere it scaled the stars to a celestial peace. 

The south wind sighed softly. At the garden's end the 
sea sobbed in its cadence of sorrow. All about myriad 
crickets, in a mournful monotone, chanted their requiem. 
All Nature seemed saturated with sadness. Loud above 
all sounded the heari;-stricken grief of two strong men. 

Suddenly from the garden below came the song of a 
nightingale — a thrilling, gladsome burst of exquisite 
melody that seemed to soar in a glorious paean of joy to 
the very empyrean of Heaven itself. 

The two men raised their heads in sudden wonder, and 
to their hearts came a strange and overwhelming joy. 

Does Heaven ever give man a sign that his prayers have 
been heard ? 

Quien sdbel 
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